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PART ONE 





CHAPTER ONE 


HARRY^S PLAGE 

THE FAMILY BATH 

THE BATH THE MOST WORLDLY OF 
THE WHOLE MEDITERRANEAN 
LITTORAL 

GENTLEMEN AND LADIES THE 
CLIENTS ARE RESPECTFULLY IN- 
FORMED THAT VESTMENTS OF THE 
BATH ARE RIGOROUSLY INSISTED 
MME HARRY, PROPRIETRESS 

The day was sizzling the sh\df iemplkviirt^ 
was 98° But there was no shade On one side the 
white hotels oi the Promenade des Anqliis blezcd 
blinding white in the afternoon sun as tlu'y leceded in 
a torrid semicircle into the more and more opulent 
distance Behind them the barre n moiinlams qni vi n d 
against a cloudless sky On the other side the 
Mediterranean, exaggeratedly blue, serenely unruhh^d 
by the worldly and family antics of Madame Harry’s 
clients at its neaier edge, stretched away into the 
hot extremities of sea and air and sky 
You are aware perhaps of this Harry’s Plage ^ On 
this August afternoon the bright yellow fence which 
surrounds the place, dividing in the middle to bieak 
into a kind of triumphal aich compose d of the cibo\c*~ 
mentioned notice done in blue lettering on a How 
board, separated the clients of the good Madame 
Harry into the '\vets” and the 'Mrys'’ Ihiough its 
interstices and the gaps between the single and tlu^ 
double bathing-cabins could be seen half of all tliat 
was most famihalo and mondaine in the autogenous 
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population of Nice, advancing modestly towaids the 
Mediterranean in honzontal stripes, there to paddle 
and to shriek and to flounder near the great pipe which 
IS one of the outlets of the town drains On the land 
side of the triumphal archway, and restrained from 
a concerted rush by the stalwart person of Madame 
Harry herself, standing with her legs akimbo and an 
expression of bronzed ferocity, the rest of all that was 
most bourgeois and representative of the best traditions 
of Nice had formed itself into a queue perhaps fifty 
yards long 

Towards the middle of this queue — and lieie is the 
whole point of this recital — waited a tall, big-boned 
young man wearing a copy of the Eclair eur de Nice 
upon his head A blue singlet betrayed an expansive 
chest and strong brown arms A bathmg-suit and a 
towel were slung about his neck, and his face bore a 
look of almost ecstatic preoccupation His name was 
Gary Williams 

In front of him a veiy ample lady m black, with hci 
lunch in a bag, and a great wealth of peroxided haii , was 
absorbed in a book entitled The Misiiesses of Napoleon 
In front of her was a small boy in very short socks 
and strong glasses, eating something out of his pocket 
In front of him two young persons in black, with 
something rather bonny about the backs of their necks, 
prattled furiously in unintelligible French and seemed 
inclined to allow their roving glances to alight 
momentarily with provocative amusement on the 
Eclaireur as worn by Gary Williams In front of them 
was a gentleman m a bowler hat, whose bold mous- 
tachios could be seen protruding from cither side of 
a creased and ballooning neck He was the vanguard, 
and only Madame Harry, from her position of authority, 
could confirm what one suspected with toleiablc 
certainty from behind— the Legion of Honour in his 
buttonhole Beside Gary Williams — and here perhaps 
IS, after all, the main pomt of this recital— stood a 
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girl of quite extraordinary and unexampled beauty 

This IS the explanation of the expression of almost 
painful disinterest which seamed his usually cheerful 
and open countenance His own feelings in the matter 
were that she was almost dangerously beautiful She 
was much shorter than he was, and in a succession of 
sidelong glances he had been well able to appreciate 
the way in which her dark hair was parted m the 
middle to show off a particularly nice forehead He 
could also see, by looking down his cheek, that she was 
wearing a white knee-length skirt, and a dark-blue 
bib which, fastened by a loop round her neck, left her 
shoulders and back quite bare He was of the opinion 
that they were very firm and good shoulders, most 
agreeably tanned , and indeed the whole effect was 
one which induced in our Gary an irresistible inclination 
to shuffle his feet and a pious determination to observe 
the Nice skyline and whistle m between glances 

x\t intervals of ten minutes or so one or more of 
the mondaine and fannhaU clients of Madame Hariy 
would emerge with damp hair through the triumphal 
archvay, and, aftei a fiuttei of the eyelashes m 
sympathy for the waiting queue, would trip familiarly 
upon their worldly way When that happened Madame 
Harry would call out m a big bass voice ''Une oi 
'‘Deux personnes tear two lengths of blue card- 
board from the roll at her hip, write numbers on them 
111 pencil, slide a few francs into the leather satchel 
slung round one hefty shoulder, and the whole queue 
would struggle forward 

The gentleman with the Legion of Honour had long 
since descended the beach, placed his bowler carefully 
upon a caiin of stones, and abandoned himself to the 
embraces of the Mediterranean Then the two young 
persons had gone in, to reappear shortly afterwards 
m the act of pulling down their rather exiguous vest- 
ments of the bath at the behmd, and so to gallop 
forward hand m hand, with penetrating girlish cries^ 
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''Une personne cried Madame Harry, and the 
small boy with the long thin calves was lost to sight 

The lady with Napoleon's Mistresses expelled air 
forcibly between her lips, remarked in an undertone 
''Poiiff f C est formidable la chaleurj' and moved up 

Madame Harry gave a gruff, *'Ah om par exemple 
and continued to appear discouraging 

It was at this apparently peaceful moment that a 
sudden fracas broke out in the rear of the queue 
Somebody was impatient Somebody was shouting m 
uncouth vowels Somebody was struggling A great 
many people were shouting all at once A movement, 
curiously serpentine, enlivened the queue, a premoni- 
tory undulation of impending disturbance The girl, 
dislodged, turned her head and stood on tiptoe to 
look down the queue Gary stood on tiptoe and turned 
his head, but looked at the girl There was quite a 
commotion now Threats were being hurled and fists 
shaken at Madame Harry 

Madame Harry, suddenly finding her authority m 
question, flung up her arms and retaliated in a torrent 
of appeals to logic, and invective This only mfunated 
the hinder part of the queue, which became more 
disturbed and more vociferating A heave of humanity 
travelled right along the queue, as if it were trying to 
compiess itself from behind Another and more 
violent wave of infuriated urgency followed in its 
wake, this time irresistibly, so that it pushed eveiybody 
forward m a struggling, gesticulating, apologizing mass, 
which gave vent at intervals to loud complaints There 
was a very big strong man just behind Gary who dug 
his heels into the Promenade des Anglais, and, by 
dint of holding on to the railings and thrusting back- 
wards with all his force, stemmed the tide for one 
sweating, straining, magnificent instant before he too 
was overborne and fell with all the weight of the queue 
behind him upon Gary, who in turn overbalanced 
helplessly, put out a hand in passing to protect the 
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girl beside him, knocked the bathing-dress and towel 
out of her grasp, and found himself falling into the 
deep yielding mass of the lady in front, who took 
one half-pace forward, when the force spent itself 
‘'Gee, Fm terribly sorry said Gary anxiously to 
the girl 

She threw him half a smile ' ‘ 1 1 is quite all right, ' ' she 
said, in the faintest and most attractive of French accents 
He explored her face ardently for signs of damage 
"You're positive I didn't hurt you 
"Positive," she answered 

"That's fine," said Gary m tones of slight disappoint- 
ment "I was afraid I might have" He hesitated, 
and then added hopefully "I'm afraid I — er — I'm 
afraid I knocked your things down " 

"Yes," she answered "It does not matter " 

"I'm ternhly sorry," said Gary "I — I — er — I'll pick 
them up ' ' 

He stooped to do so at the same moment that she 
did, and their heads met in a resounding bump 
“Trots personnes announced the gruff voice of 
Madame Harry 

‘ ‘Oh my, oh my, oh my said Gary, on his haunches 
"Mine too," agreed the girl on hers 
The large lady with the Mistresses of Napoleon hd^d 
disappeared 

“Encore, deux personnes insisted Madame Harry on 

a note of threat “Monsteur et Madame " 

"I guess I'm one of these loose-limbed guys," said 

Gary "I really am terribly " 

Madame Harry shook him roughly by the shoulder 
and thrust two blue tickets under his nose “Deux 
personnes 1“ repeated Madame Harry over and over 
again "Is it that Monsieur and Madame desire to 
bath themselves ^ Because if not there is much of 
the woild here this afternoon which makes itself 
greatly impatient And, as if to point her words, an 
excitable hullabaloo rose behind them in chorus 
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''Oh, thanks,’' said Gary, coming to "Thanks, 
madame Er — er — mnUang ga 
francs y monsieur ” 

"Each asked Gary, waving a finger between the 
girl and himself to emphasize the point 

deuxy' said Madame Harry, holding up two 

fingers 

"Fll take both,” he told her, passing a dirty note 
"One’s for me” — he held out one of the tickets towards 
the girl — "and one’s for you With the compliments 
and apologies of Mrs Williams’ little boy Gary ” 

She laughed ''Merely Monsieur Gary, but you should 
not have done that ” 

"It’d be worth it,” he said, "if I could know yours 
too ” 

She looked sideways with a hesitating smile, then 
she shrugged her shoulders 
"Stephanie,” she told him "Good-bye and went 
quickly in 

"Stephanie he whispered to himself, judicial^, 
and decided, with a wag of his head, that he liked the 
eftect of it enormously He watched her with appre- 
ciative eyes as she consulted the pencilled hieroglyphic 
on her ticket and walked slowly along the line of cabins 
looking for her number Then he consulted his own 
ticket, and read the number 27, with a dash across the 
tail of the seven 

Twenty-seven ^ Twenty-seven ^ 

They met at the door of number twenty-seven 
"Oh, hello,” said Gary "Mine’s twenty-seven 
What’s yours 

"Twenty-seven,” said Stephanie 

"What said Gary 

She held out her ticket silently 

"Good lord 1 ” said Gary 

"Cabine familialej' explained the girl 

"You mean 

She nodded 
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"'You mean — we Ye expected to share 

‘'She thinks we are married 

“Well, Fm darned said Gary reverently 

“Yon think so 

“Excuse me/' said Gary, blushing, but assuming an 
expression of great determination “Fll fix it 111 
exchange this for a couple of cahnes mondtales " 

He marched grimly across the shingle towards 
Madame Harry 

‘*0h, pardong, madame,'' he began politely, holding 
out the two tickets “I'm afraid there's been a slight 
mistake here Both these tickets are numbered twenty- 
seven ' ' 

''Om, oti%, exclaimed Madame Harry, under- 

standing only the number ''Numero vingt-sept ^ 
Allez, allez 

“Well, I hate to mention it," said Gary, “but we 
aren't married " 

otUy insisted Madame Hariy 'Xahne 

famihale, nuhiero vingt-sept 
“I don't think you quite understand," said Gary, 
beginning again “I know the French are broad- 
minded, but we don't want a cahne famihale What 
we want is a couple of cahnes mondtales Now be an 
angel and fix that for me, will you 

“Om, om, om exclaimed Madame Harry, becoming 
annoyed “Cahne famtbale f Cahne mondiale ^ C'est 
la mewe chose " 

Gary swallowed determinedly He held the two 
tickets before her face and indicated them forcefully 
with his linger “Iwenty-seven said Gary, speaking 
very loudly and distinctly 

Madame Harry exploded There is no other word 
which could do justice to the sudden burst of idiomatic 
and furious Fiench and the whirlwind of gesture with 
which she accompanied it Her eyes rolled Her 
fingers flew She slapped the blue loll of tickets She 
pounded hei deep chest with hei fists She pointed to 
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the ground beneath her feet, and she finished \^ith a 
magnificent peroration which drew a round of clapping 
from the queue 

''OK OK Pardongf'* said Gary meekly, and 
retreated with a white, woiried face and the two 
unalterable tickets towards number tw cnty-seven 
There was no sign of the girl 
"Hey said Gary, lifting his voice 
The door of the cabin opened and Stephanie appeared 
m a very small blue suit covered with white anchors 
'‘Cestd voiis/' she said — "your turn," — and ran past 
him down the beach like a — like a — well, like a very 
beautiful girl in a small bathing-dress 

He stood scratching his head and watching her go 
till she reached the wheeled divmg-board in the 
distance, ran up it, took flight for a moment like a 
bird, and became simply a brown arm and a while 
bathing-cap swimming out to sea 

She had left the door open Was it all right ^ he 
wondered He broke into a whistle, ascended the 
three wooden steps in an aimless way, and took a long, 
guilty glance about him Not far away a pale young 
man and a pale young woman sat side by side, kissing 
each other frankly on the mouth A little faither 
off a bowler hat stood upon a cairn of stones To the 
left, the ample lady, whose amplitude he had personally 
tested, lay on her back and read about the mistresses 
of Napoleon His whistle became more carefree He 
cocked a contemplative eye at the sky, as if searching for 
signs of weather Then he went m and closed the door 
Still whistling, he glanced down his cheek at the 
neatly folded skirt and the blue bib, and one or two 
other thmgs, topped by a vanity case, a bracelet and 
a watch They were on a wooden bench On the 
other side stood another bench He pulled his singlet 
over his head, scratched his back with a thumb-nail, 
put out his tongue at himself in the small glass, kicked 
op his shoes, stepped out of what he had been 
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accustomed to call his pants until one term at Oxford 
had cured him of the habit, assumed a pair of blue 
woollen drawers with a neat white stripe, folded 
everything with meticulous neatness, opened the door, 
thrust out his head, emerged in person, and, still 
whistling, made his way in the direction of the sea 
Now there are some quite strong, likable, not to say 
loose-limbed, men who are not good bathers Mrs 
Williams' little boy Gary was one of these Not for 
all the wealth of the Banque de France would he enter 
the sea head first As he gingerly explored it with one 
foot it struck a chill through him like an electric shock 
Still, he went on In great pain he immersed himself 
as far as the knees In sheer agony he felt the wet, 
icy stuff begin its dreadful penetration of the lower 
part of his trunks The two young persons came and 
gaily splashed him, with maidenly merriment The 
drops fell on his body like a fusillade from a machine- 
gun His jaw trembled, but he went on Each time 
he did this it was the bravest thing he had ever done 
At length he nerved hjmself for excruciating torment, 
sat down m what seemed a bath of knives, sighed, and 
broke into a gentle breast-stroke 

For a few minutes he swam quietly round till the 
familiar sense of numbness warned him that if he 
wished to keep body and soul together he must reach 
dry land immediately He did not feel cold, he only 
knew that to the eyes of an observer he must already 
be looking blue Mrs Williams used to explain the 
phenomenon by saying that Gary grew too fast 
He dropped his legs and was reassured to find that he 
made contact with the ocean bed Parting a way 
through the water with his hands, he waded ashore, 
removed the Mediterranean from his ears, ruffled his 
hair, and ran smartly towards the hut He found it locked 
‘'Locked said Gary ‘‘Oh, madame 
“Out, monsieur 

“Le key, please, to number twenty-seven " 
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Madame Harry said a great many things in Fiench 
which he did not understand 

“Now listen/’ said Gary “I don’t want to start an 
argument Just donnez-moi le key, will you 

‘'Voyans, voyans, voyans, ces Amencams Madame 
Harry exclaimed with some irritation “Approchez, 
monstetir ” 

“Just give me the key, will you demanded Gary 
“That’s all I want ” 

For answer she took him grimly by the wrist and ltd 
him after her to the door of number twenty-seven 
She pointed to the Yale keyhole, then pointed to her 
mouth ''Fermt,'' said Madame Haiiy, speaking with 
great distinctness ’’ 

“Yeah, that’s right Locked,” he agreed “Just 
open up, will you 

Madame Harry pointed to the hook where a key had 
lately hung upon a piece of string, and then pointed to 
her throat ''Madame^ she said 
“Eh said Gary 

Madame Harry pointed to her throat again ‘ Go}ge,’' 
she said, enunciating with elaborate movements of the 
lips 

“I don’t get you ” 

"Gorge., gorge, gorge, gorge, gorge 
“You mean, something to eat 
Madame Harry pointed excitedly to the small boy 
who had once worn socks, but now, like a tousled rat, 
came scurrying towards them with a crucifix on a 
chain about his neck, and in addition, a key upon a 
piece of string 

''Madame f'" said Madame Harry, waving a manly 
hand vaguely into the ewigkeif, m a remote part of 
which the white bathmg-cap could be seen still 
swimming somewhere between the sea and sky 

“You mean that’s the only key there is exclaimed 
Gary “Gosh ' I’m cold 

He sat down helplessly on the topmost of the three 
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steps The small boy witli the cru( iiix lU^nii 
watched him 

“Vous avez froid demanded Madame, louLni'^ at 
him with sudden sharpness 

“Sure I’ve got froid,” said Gary, recognizing tl'e vend 
from the tap 

Madame Harry clicked with her teeth M'veia! tmn 
and, gazing out to sea tOvvards a whue baUnn'^-tap, 
made deep rolling noises evidently/ expiessiit of jnu 
and misapprobation 

The ample lady, hearing them, closed Ik i bfjol' with 
a snap, sat upon her elbow, and asked “11 o Jujitl 

“Ah oui,’’ said Madame Harry 

The two love-birds came running, excitedly dt inand- 
mg to know what had arrived It was ( xpLum d to 
them with voluble detail that Moiibieui the \mine.nii 
had froid, and that Madame his wile was swimnuug 
out to sea with the key I'lie ample lady i vpn '■,. <1 
herself as of the opinion that sucli a thing w.is in- 
supportable and not to be tolerated 1 he iov us. with 
a great many reservations, weic* on flu whole iik Imul 
to agree 

Presently the gentkmaii with the numstadno^, 
observing, from his position in the sail, that soiiu thing 
of moment was u.ider way, uneigi d iioni tin watt is, 
collected his hat fiom the place when In had left it 
and, raising it politely to all and sundiy, di inaiidt d 
to be informed of the nomelles With a w.alth ul 
explanatory data the position of aflaiis was laid belon- 
him During the course of the recital the two voiiiig 
females scampered up with serious faces Huy, too, 
had to have the whole matter laid before them, <ind 
m a few brief instants the gioup was joun d b\ a \ei> 
thin gentleman with pince-ncz on his nose aiiif a bt at li 
ball under his arm, two elduly ladies in bln k with 
parasols and bare feet, who had come sunpK tor tin 
paddling, six privates of the Chasseurs Alpin- comph t. 
with bugles, and, finally, the remaining munbeis of 

B 
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the queue, who, finding the way open to them, surged 
in and stood on the confines of the crowd 

It was Madame Harry who resolved the problem 
Thrusting her way through the assembled multitude, 
she marched with a gnm command of the situation 
down to the water’s edge, followed at a respectful 
distance by about fifty per cent of the onlookers , and, 
producing from her person a small musical instrument 
which she described grimly as a cornet de sanvetage, 
she sent a faint tinny blast from it travelling across the 
sea At the same time she made large, beckoning 
motions, and the crowd, wishing to be of assistance, 
made beckoning motions too The white bathing-cap 
swam on Madame Harry blew again, long and loud, 
and a childish "Peep” issued over the waters The 
crowd waved and beckoned frantically 

The white bathing-cap saw A brown arm waved and 
headed towards the shore 

The crowd sighed profoundly, and then broke into a 
happy chatter The situation, it was felt on all sides, 
had been saved neatly and decisively In about ten 
times as long as it takes to tell, the errant Stephanie 
was being greeted at the shore, given a triumphant 
r6sum6 of events, and escorted up the beach like a 
conquermg hero As the rescue party approached, the 
crowd about the door of number twenty-seven parted 
to form a lane A hundred willing hands urged 
Stephanie more qmckly on A hundred willing hands 
helped to lift the key-stnng over her head and to 
disentangle it from her hair A hundred willing hands 
fumbled with the key and flung the door victoriously 
open A hundred willing hands helped the horrified 
Gary to his feet and urged him and the girl into the 
cahne famihale together 

“Votla, monsieur ' Voila, madame urged all that 
was most worldly, most familiar, most helpful of the 
bourgeoisie of Nice "Entrez, monsieur ^ Entrez, 
madame i’’ they said 
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^Tes, but ” 

''Entrez ^ Entrez ^ Entrez they cried ‘'Dipichons- 
nous f*' 

''Yes, but gosh darn it ^ Garry yelled above the 
turmoil "I keep telling you we aren't marned " 

'Vm, om they replied enthusiastically 
Entrez, monsieur " 

A hundred willing hands bundled them in together, 
closed the door upon them, dusted themselves with the 
satisfaction of a deed well done, and went away 


Gary sat on one of the benches and put his wet 
head in his iiands 

"I refuse to apologize again," he said "I regard 
this as an act of God " 

The girl seemed concerned about him 
"Why did they send for me she asked 
"I got cold, I guess " 

"You are cold now 

"Never m all my life," said he, "was I so hot and 
bothered all over What are we going to do 

"We could close our eyes," she suggested demurely 
He blinked, considered the matter with raised brows, 
and then nodded several times 

"Yeah, we could at that^" he admitted "You 
know, Fm one of these New England guys " 

"Oh," she exclaimed, "you are American 
"Yes, sir," he admitted modestly 
"Are they tightly shut 
"Yes, ma'am f What did you think I was 
He could feel rather than hear her getting to work 
with a towel beside him 
"English," she said 

He applied his own with vigour "Oh, that's my 
Oxford accent It's too fearfully difficult for a cove to 
avoid picking up the pat-wah " 

She smiled — at least he thought she smiled 
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‘'You have been there long 
“A term 

“You are gomg back 
“Sure Tonight’' 

She nodded At least he thought she nodded 
“What about you^" he asked, struggling into his 
trousers back to fiont “You’re a French girl 
“In a way,” she told him 

“Say, take a look at this, will you he exclaimed, 
indicating his trousers 

“You mean that she asked cautiously 
“No, no he said “Don’t open up yet * What 
kind of a way 

“I have a nationality of my own,” she said m a 
curiously proud voice, which he only noticed afterwaids, 
when he came to run the scene over again in his head, 
was a curiously proud voice 

“Oh^” he said noncommittally “Well ^ Shall we 
open up now ^ ’ ’ 

“It IS all right for me ” 

“It’s all light with me too Are you ready stead};' 
—go I” 

They met each other’s eyes laughingly 

“It would be all right for New England she asked 

“Not exactly Want a comb 

“Yes, please ” 

He pulled one out of his trousers pocket and wiped it 
politely for her on his towel 

She turned to the little mirror with its advertisement 
for Dubonnet, and combed her hair 
The urge to shuffle his feet was coming on him once 
again 

“Well — er” — he said — “I don’t suppose we shall 
ever meet again ” 

“An episode,” she murmured to the mirror 
“Yeah ^ That’s right ^ I — er — I’ve got to go back 
to Oxford tonight It’s not a term really— ]ust a few 
dumb Americans putting in extra work in the vacation 
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— SO as to keep abreast of the abongines , but IVe got 
my berth fixed on the train and everything 
She went on combing her hair 
He shuffled his feet '‘I — er It's been nice 

knowing you I hope you won't mind my saying — but 
— I — er — I like you — and in my country — when two 
people like each other — and think they're never going 
to meet again — it's customary — er " he hesitated, 

exammmg the toe of his foot 

'Hn my country, too," she said, turning her face 
sideways and half lifting it 

'‘Gosh exclaimed Gary “You mean that He 
kissed her enthusiastically on the ear 

She opened her eyes “They do this m New 
England 

“In New York, anyway " 

She put on her wrist- watch and her ring, rolled her 
bathing things up m a towel and tucked them under 
her arm Then she held out her hand 

He took it “Good-bye — Steph he said 
“Good-bye, Monsieur Gary," she answered, smiled, 
and went down the steps 

He called after her “By the way, what %s your 
country 

“You may know one of these days That is your 
Eclair eur 

“Oh, gee, thanks He turned to pick it up from 
the floor, and, when he had risen from his stoop, she 
was already passing Madame Harry at the entrance 
He hurried after her 

'‘Deux personnes called out Madame Harry, and 
held up two fingeis 

Gary told himself later that day that he would 
have followed the girl if it hadn't been for the 
expression on the faces of two men who looked him 
over m a cold and calculating way before they turned 
and themselves followed her For one absurd moment 
he thought they looked rather like detectives 
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For the rest of that day he thought about her 
He thought of her as he drank his Dubonnet outside that 
little cafe in the Place Albert ler, and while he consumed 
that very unpleasant concoction bouillabaisse at the 
restaurant by the Quai des Etats Unis He thought of 
her while he packed his possessions in the little room 
on the seventh floor of the Hotel Splendid Carlton- 
Palace {eclair age electnque), the canvas slacks, the blue 
singlet, the very damp pair of blue bathing-shorts with 
the neat white stripe He told the clerk about her as he 
paid the bill, but without mentioning the cab me familuile 
'1 tell you she was beautiful,'' said Gary, and, 
becoming almost Oxonian in his rapture '‘God, how 
beautiful she was 

'That IS francs one thousand four hundred and 
fifty-two," replied the clerk politely, "and fifteen 
centimes " 

"But proud said Gary "You \<.no'w— regal ^ Is 
it 0 K about the sleeping reservation 
"Om, om, Mr Williams, that is okey-dokey The 
porteur here, he will go with you ' ' 

"Moi je sms Arab/’ said a small man, clad m livery 
"You leava to me " 

"Classic,” said Gary to the clerk "You know what 
I mean ^ Kind of regular features When do we start ^ ' 
"You can start now " 

"Let's go 

They started The little porter, who turned out to 
be an Arab, flung Gary's two bags on top of an ancient 
and decrepit bus and mounted the driving-seat himself 
They plunged and lurched excitingly through the 
hinder portions of the town They arrived in the court- 
.yard of the same station which had seemed so southern 
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and so romantic to Gary when he arrived, but now 
seemed merely southern The blue-bloused porters, 
seeing the omnibus of the Hotel Splendid Cariton- 
Palace, hoicked and spat and turned disconsolately away 
The little Arab descended from the vehicle and 
shinned nimbly up an iron ladder at its back, rescued 
the two suit-cases, placed them on the ground beside 
him, and, with dirty, elegant hands, brought forth 
from his pocket a passport and a blue ticket, bound 
like a book, with a pencilled yellow slip pinned to its 
face ' 'You leava to me,’ ' said the Arab briskly "You 
follow, please ” 

He darted into the station carrying the suit-cases, 
followed by Gary with his long ungainly strides They 
clove a way through the ladies who marketed m the 
long hall, through armies of black-clad families in a 
condition of immovable despair, dodged bravely among 
baskets of hens, baskets of peaches and hurrying 
electric trolleys, stormed the ticket-barrier — all by 
means of a loud tropical, bird-like cry On the 
platform they came upon the Pans tram, evil-smellmg, 
dirty, workmanlike, and somehow exhilarating with 
its aroma of mighty distances 

At the steps of the wagon-lit coach a sleepy Belgian 
received them gravely m a creased alpaca uniform 
The Arab handed up the ticket with the little yellow 
slip The attendant consulted the thumb-marked 
diagram m his hand Then he took a pencil from behind 
his ear to consult it more diagrammatically Then he 
read again the number on the yellow ticket Then 
he moved his pencil slowly up the diagram as if adding 
numbers His mouth drooped into a line of helpless 
devil-may-care He murmured something to the Arab 
The Arab murmured something in return The 
attendant said something else rather more forcefully 
The Arab said a great many things very forcibly 
indeed The attendant shrugged with his whole body 
The Arab turned to Gary, put one finger to his nose^ 
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With a gesture which was meant to be consoling, and 
said, ''You leava to me '' 

"Something wrong with the ticket Gary asked 
"You leava to me,’’ said the Arab "It is all righ’ 
Mot je sms Arab You leava to me " He engaged the 
attendant in animated conveisation 

The attendant listened gravely for a few moments, 
and then with an air of helpless finality put aw ay the 
chart in some conlainci behind the carnage door This 
seemed to strike frcnzj^ into the heart of the Aiab, 
who dropped both suit-cases so that he might call 
passionate attention to the matter with both arms 
An Englishman with raglan sleeves stopped m his 
pacing, took the pipe out of his mouth, and said, 
"What’s up 

"How the hell do I know ^’’ Gary answered "Seems 
there’s something wrong with my ticket ’’ 

"Ah,” observed the Englishman wisely 
A very, very old woman, carrying a gaily decorated 
child’s ball m a black string-bag, also stopped and 
gnashed interestedly with her toothless gums 
"There would be,” said the Englishman " V\diat else 
would you expect of these bloody French 

"I believe you’ve got something there,” said Gary 
A peasant with an immense load on his back stopped 
and lit a cigarette with one hand Then came a party 
of schoolgirls in charge of a nun 
The wagon-lit attendant was now replying on behalf 
of the company He spoke gravely and slowly, without 
passion, but as if the deep development of inexorable 
logic underlay his words He pointed to the badge on 
his cap He pointed to the tram He pointed to the 
station clock He took a large watch out of his pocket 
and pointed to that He brought the diagram from 
behind the door and indicated it with a superb sweep 
of his hand The crowd hung upon his words as one 
man Taking a deep breath and swelling himself up, 
he advanced upon his peroration, he reached it, paused 
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for one pregnant moment, wagged an emotional fore- 
finger at the grimy vaulted glass roof, gave vent to one 
long tremendous resounding phrase, and then stood m 
his doorway with folded arms 

‘'Oh, ]olly good said the Englishman 
The little Arab turned He was a beaten man ‘T 
am sorry, monsieur, it is not all right There ’ave been 
some mistake '' 

‘ 'All right,' ' said Gary dangerously "Then I demand 
the President of the French Republic " 

"Good for you, old boy," said the Englishman 
"You leava to me," agreed the Arab, suddenly 
darting away through the throng 

The Englishman and Gary looked at each other 
Very shortly afterwards a silk hat might have been 
observed moving steadily towards them through the 
outer confines of the group 
'‘My God, you've got him^" said the Englishman 
amazed 

Shortly afterwards a way was made, and a tall 
gentleman in a frock coat emerged, engaged in voluble 
argument with the little Arab The little Arab 
indicated Gary 

Gary removed his hat "Are you the President of 
the French Republic he demanded 

"Give him hell," grumbled the Englishman into the 
stem of his pipe 

The distinguished Frenchman removed his silk hat 
gallantly, replaced it, and then inclined his head for 
a fresh statement of the position from the Arab He 
muttered something in reply The Aiab turned to 
Gary, licking his lips as interpreters do 
"He says very nice couchette for you " 

Couchette 

"Very nice bed Very clean, very comfortable, very 
nice sheet " 

“Yeah, I know,” said Gary “Wagon-lit ” 

“No, no, not wagon-lit Couchette The same sing 
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but different Monsieur does not undress for the night ' ’ 
^‘Bed bugs^^^ 

‘'Women/’ said the Englishman 

“Monsieur is a man of the world You like to see 

“Lead on/’ said Gary 

“I say, old boy, would you like me to come with 
you suggested the Englishman behind his hand “I 
mean, you never know, on these French trains — - — ^’’ 
“You follow, please,’’ said the Arab 
The President of the French State Railways led the 
way, the Arab came second, Gary third, the Englishman 
fourth Behind them trooped the great part of the 
male population of Nice with their womenfolk urging 
them on from a safe distance in the rear Ihey 
entered a carriage door, walked along a corridor, 
squeezed into a compartment, and observed two bunks 
one on top of the other 
“Do I sleep in both of these Gary asked 
“It is not necessary,’’ said the Arab “It is all 
right ^ Monsieur will take 
“Me like velly well topside,’’ said Gary “Docs the 
President want a tip ^’’ 

“One hundred francs You Icava to me ’’ 

“A hundred f ’’’ 

“Give ’em fifty between the two,’’ muttered the 
Englishman 

Gary fumbled m his pocket The Piesident of the 
French State Railways looked out of one window, the 
Arab porter looked out of the other 
“Don’t be an ass, my dear man,’’ hissed the 
Englishman 

Gary took his fingers off the hundred-franc note in 
his case and withdrew a pink fifty Then he searched 
m his pocket for a few loose francs He had none The 
Arab continued to look out of his window and the 
President of the French State Railways out of his 
One of the nuns, who was by now standing m the door- 
way, held out her hand with a mute and piteous appeal 
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Gary took the hundred francs and gave it to the 
Arab ' ' Pour les twa ' ' 

The President of the French State Railways bowed 
The nun curtseyed The Arab said, ''You leava to me 
Good-bye, monsieur 

"Damned bad for the morale, if you ask me,'' 
observed the Englishman And all four of them left 

A whistle sounded, followed by a deafening escape 
of steam, to be followed in its turn by a playful ]olt, 
which, starting from the engine, travelled down the 
tram carriage by carriage, clanking the couplings and 
jerking the passengers oft their feet At the same time 
a pungent, penetrating odour of hot urine was passed 
through pipes along the tram, and released in each 
compartment, for the benefit of the travellers, from 
the heating apparatus beneath the seats The next 
thing Gary noticed was that a burly porter flung open 
the door of the compartment, marched to the window 
and flung that open too, and received three un- 
distinguished-looking suit-cases, which he placed, with 
a grunt for each, on the lower berth Then he closed 
the window and withdrew The next moment the 
tram backed with extraordinary violence into the 
buffers, hesitated for a moment as if the driver were 
uncertain as to which handle to pull next, and began 
to sidle in a dignified and encouraging manner out of 
the station It was then that the door of the compart- 
ment opened again and an exclamation made him 
whip round violently He swallowed six times and 
removed his hat 

"Say^" exclaimed Gary "Look who's here^" 

"You arranged this on purpose^" demanded 
Stephanie 

He frowned suddenly, his gaze directed just beyond 
and above her head Through the open door of the 
corridor he had just seen the same two men pass 
unostentatiously who had caught his attention that 
afternoon on the promenade at Nice 
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‘'On purpose g\ry echoed \aguely “s\y, ^rl 
you being followed or something 

She closed the door behind her “Xcvci mind that 
You have come here on purpose 

“Now, sister, would I do a thing like that 

She studied his face seriously “No,“ she admitted 
“You come from the Middle Wc,st ” 

“Pardon mc,“ he corrected hei, “New England 
And what's more this French morality is getting me 
down " 

“It IS too mondiale 

“If I have to sleep in a wagon-lit they’ll run the 
tram half empty before they’ll commingle the se\cs 
But if you tip the Piesident of the I'raich Ecpnblic 
thirty-three point three recuiiing francs ioi one of 
these couchettes ” 

She looked puzzled “Ihe Pn adent of the 
Republic 

“Let it go ’’ He jerked his head towards the small 
door in the side of the compaitment “What’s in 
there 

“You could go and see ’’ 

He nodded, and opened the door The place con- 
tained one washbasin, foui tooth-glasses, foui empty 
carafes of water, a mirror, and a box for towels 11c 
inspected these properties with a calculating eye, 
emerged, and with a purposeful expression began to 
haul down a mattress and the two blown blankets 
from the upper berth He rolled them into an unwieldy 
bundle and flung them on the floor of the lavabo “No 
more shut-eyes for little Gaiy,’’ he told hei grimly 
“This IS where I pass the night How long does it take 
you to get into bed 
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She seemed to be resisting the temptation to smile 
‘'Ten minutes^'' she suggested seriously 

'Til smoke two cigarettes in the corridor/' he told 
her, "and then good night all '' 

He went out into the corridor, closed the door on 
her, and, stooping to avoid the roof, shook his head 
several times to himself, took a packet of cigarettes 
out of his hip pocket, selected one, and said to it 
breathlessly and confidentially, "Oh boy, oh boy, oh 
boy*" Then he leaned on the brass rail provided, 
struck a match on the window-pane, lit his cigarette, 
inhaled deeply, blew out the match with all that was 
left of the smoke, shook his head again with a certain 
modest rapture, and then suddenly noticed that his 
two friends were unostentatiously smoking together a 
little further down the corridor 

He narrowed his eyes at them They were smallish, 
dressed in subfusc grey, and they leaned with their 
elbows on the brass rail and talked in undertones 
One was bald-headed and wore a beard It was a 
spade beard, but not otherwise suspicious The other's 
hair was grizzly, and save for something rather blobbish 
about the end of his nose, possessed features of quietly 
intelligent distinction He wore a white slip in the V of 
his waistcoat, Gary noticed, and the gold monocle, 
which dangled from a cord about his neck, kept up a 
steady tinkle upon the rail with the movement of the 
tram until he rescued it and slipped it m his breast 
pocket 

Could this be coincidence ^ he wondered He went 
on quietly with his own cigarette, and watched them 
suspiciously out of the corner of his eye The tram 
hurried along through the darkness From time to 
time somebody passed unsteadily along the corridor — ■ 
a scented lady with a little dog, a Frenchman in cap 
and carpet slippers, with a long cigarette-holder in his 
mouth When that happened the droning voices of 
the two men stopped while they pohtely flattened their ^ 
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backsides to permit passage One of the passers was 
the Englishman 
“Oh, hallo, old boy 
“Hello,” Gary said 
“Women 
“Yeah” 

“Monsieur will not undress Monsieur is a man of 
the world Night, night, old boy Sleep tight Wake 
sober ” 

Gary flung away his second cigarette and went m 
Only a little blue light glowed m the middle of the 
ceiling, so that for a moment he could not see 
“Are you in bed he whispered softly 
“Yes,” she answered 

“Nice work” (Oh boy, oh boy, oh boy ) “Is there — ^is 
there anything you want 

“A little conversation, perhaps 
“No,” he said, “I guess not We’ll save it for the 
morning ” 

“As you please,” she answered 
“Now get this, Stephanie ' This has nothing 
whatever to do with what I please > It’s my high moral 
code” 

"Of course,” she answered 

He hesitated and then whispered, almost to himself 
"You know, I wish I knew you ” 

Did she smile in the half darkness ^ 

“But you do ” 

“I wish I knew who you were,” he hesitated “Who 
are you, and what are those two guys outside 
“Oh,” she murmured “So they are outside 
“Do you want them thrown off the tram 
“I would not bother ” 

There was one of those pauses 
“I hope you won’t mind my saying this,” Gary said 
suddenly “I’ve got a sister at home That’s a darned 
pretty mghtgown you’re wearing ’ ’ 

There was another of those pauses 
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"You like it 

"I think it’s swell said Gary enthusiastically 
"Well " 

"Well 

hope youll sleep all riaht 
'‘And you^’' 

"Oh, ril be hne Well— good night " 

"Good night '' 

"Good night " 

"Good night 

He waited for her to say something else, then retired 
into the lavabo and closed and locked the door 

As a lavabo it may have served, but as sleeping- 
quarters it was restricted By dint of standing on the 
bundle of mattress and blankets he was able to remove 
his coat and collar and tie Her toothbrush, he 
noticed, romantically, was in one of the glasses Then 
he set about making arrangements for the night At 
first he tried propping the mattress up on the basin and 
vaulting on to it before it fell over But in several 
attempts it fell over every time, and at the last the 
whole thing slid off with himself on top of it, and he 
hurt his shoulder-blade on one of the taps Then he 
tried folding the mattress double on the floor, and 
curling himself round upon it like a whiting , but that, 
too, was not altogether satisfactory In the end he 
found it best to he on his back on the floor with his 
feet propped vertically against the basin, using the 
mattress for a pillow 

The tram rattled and banged The toothbrush m 
the tooth-glass kept up a sympathetic vibration After 
a short interval her voice came to him through the 
door 

"It IS all right for one of those loose-limbed guys 
He did not answer but only smiled, and fell into a 
reverie It may be that he fell into a sort of sleep 
The next thing he knew was a violent disturbance 
set up in the door-handle near his ear For some little . 
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time he was aware of this, but thought it one of those 
noises inseparable from railway travel in a foreign 
country Then he became aware that someone was 
trying to get in, that somebody, m fact, was making a 
frantic onslaught upon the door with his fist, and 
shouting '‘Otdvrez, ouvrez f'' in the accents of passionate 
necessity He struggled into a hasty sitting position, 
suddenly realizing that crisis was at hand and that the 
place had two doors, one foi the compartment on either 
side 

''All right, all right, all right said Gary as loudly 
as he dared "For God's sake hold it 

He stealthily unlocked the door which led into his 
own compartment, and opened it an inch or two The 
blue light still glowed It was quite quiet He gathered 
up his belongings and tottered with them on tiptoe 
into the presence of the sleeping girl He eased them 
gently on to the upper bunk and then, when everything 
seemed ready, crept back to the lavabo, slipped open 
the opposite bolt, and shut his own door almost in the 
same second Grateful sounds told him that the 
occupancy had already been taken over Then he 
found the three little wooden steps, climbed up by them 
on to his berth, and, in a tangle of suit-cases and a half- 
rolled mattress and raddled blankets, was presently 
asleep 


It was morning when he awoke Leaden ram beat 
against the window It made watery patterns m the 
soot It was cold in the compartment The sunshine 
of Nice had been left behind For a while he lay, his 
head pillowed in his hands, m a half-waking state, 
thinking of the three weeks he had spent in that 
sunshine, thinking, in the end, of Harry's Plage 
Suddenly he remembered Stephanie was down 
- below 
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Gosh- 5” thought Gary, making words for himself 
'‘What does A do now 

The answer was in the advertisement It seemed as 
tactful a way of announcing his presence as any other 
He lit a Camel When he judged the compartment was 
sufficiently redolent of this to give unmistakable 
warning of masculine presence to any impressionable 
girl, he began also to hum “Happy birthday to you, 

happy birthday to you Happy birth — to— you ' ' 

.He looked over the side The bunk below was 
empty 
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There was something about that empty bunk 
which was as gaping and vacant as a recent shellhole 
Its effect was to convince him momentarily that 
Stephanie had gone, not only from her bunk, but from 
the actual train as well, and so out of his life Then he 
smiled Of course ^ Now there was a grand, tactful 
girl, with clean personal habits ^ She had gone into 
the lavabo to wash so that he might have a free run of 
the compartment 

He bounded out of his bunk quite blithely at this 
thought, knocked on the door, and said, ' ‘Good morning, 
sister,'' m cheerful, early-mornmg tones 

Then, glad of the opportunity, he stripped to the 
skin, did a few simple exercises to get the sleep out of 
his system, and donned completely fresh clothes 
After that he felt better, so, being a tactful guy himself, 
he knocked on the door again 

“You can come out now," he said “I'll be doing 
the faithful watch-dog act in the corridor It's a swell 
morning " 

This was a pardonable exaggeration It was, m 
fact, a detestable morning, and as he stood in the 
corridor and waited for ten minutes, for twenty minutes, 
for thirty minutes, with the dirty ram rattling like 
hail against the window, and a bleak prospect of steam, 
sidings and grey slates, a doubt began to gnaw at his 
vitals 

When he had waited thirty-five minutes he knocked 
on the door of the compartment, opened it and looked 
in It had a wind-swept and desolate air, as if it had 
been unoccupied for months He frowned He went 
to the lavabo door and put his ear against it It seemed 
ominously quiet 
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‘'Oh, Stephanie he called out 
Silence He tried the handle The door yielded 
immediately The place was as empty as the other 
Even the toothbrush had gone from the glass He 
whirled round at that Three suit-cases had departed 
too 

Then again the optimism of youth provided an 
answer The dinmg-car ’ Already they were running 
into the outskirts of Pans Naturally, the wagon-lit 
attendant had collected the bags in readiness 
“Gary,"' said Gary, “youTe a fooH' 

He shaved in two difterent sorts of cold water, 
damped his unruly hair with a little more, combed and 
brushed himself carefully, packed his bag and shut it 
for the attendant Then, lurching from side to side, 
he picked his way towards the dming-car 

She was not in the dmmg-car either, but the two 
men were They occupied the first table near the dooi, 
with table-napkins tucked firmly into their collars, and 
a large bowl of hot chrcolate each, which they were 
tackling with preoccupied enthusiasm 
A waiter hurried up “Good morning, sair ^ 
American breakfast, sair ^ Orange juice ^ Quaker 
oats 

“No,'" said Gary “Have you seen a young lady 
“Young lady, sair ^ Could you describe her, 
sair 

“Well — she's strikingly beautiful, and — er “ 

“No, sairi" 

“You’re certain of that 

“I am positive, sair declared the waiter, eying an 
English girl spreading marmalade on a piece of toast 
“Hell said Gary loudly, and rushed away, far too 
urgently to notice that the two mysterious gentlemen 
were clutching their napkins and had half risen to their 
feet 

He ran wildly through the tram, peering through 
open doorways, bowling over a woman with tweeds. 
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wasting as little time as possible over helping her tip 
and an almost instantaneous apology, raced on until 
he reached his own coach, where he skidded into the 
attendant and shook that astonished official roughly by 
the shoulders 

"‘Mademoiselle f'' he shouted “Mademoiselle^ 
Where is mademoiselle 

“Mademoiselle repeated the astonished man 
He dragged him into the compartment and waved at 
the deserted bunk ''Where the blazes is she ^ You 
ought to know * Did she get off the tram ^ ’ 

"She 'ave gone 

"Think, blockhead, think ^ Did you carry away her 
suit-cases m the night 

“Mais non f Nobody 'ave get off ^ It is the Pans 
tram 

The train slowed 
“Pans 

“Mais oui, monsieur ^ On arrive toute a Vheure 
"God f Give me those suit-cases ^ Here He 
thrust francs into the flabbergasted fellow’s hand, 
dived into an overcoat, crammed a hat on his head, 
grabbed the two suit-cases, and crashed along to the 
door at the end of the coach 

The tram was already running along beside the 
platform When it had slowed to little more than a 
run he slipped off it, tumbled, recovered his balance, 
and began pounding down the platform after it If 
he had waited a little he would have arrived there 
sooner, but as it was he was first at the ticket-barrier, 
breathless but determined, with minutes to spare 
The ticket-collector was facetious “Oho ^ Brava f 
Magmfique ga ' Prochaine fois, il Jaut douhler le tram 
Bleu 

"Yeah,” said Gary, not understanding a word, and 
panting "Does everybody come by here^” 

“On pent cournr partout, mais les voyageurs par tram 
,passent par ici ” 
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They did From first to last But the girl was not 
among them 

'‘Say, did that tram stop anywhere between 
Marseilles and Pans 
''Non, monsteur '' 

“You mean to say it runs nght through from 
Marseilles to Pans without a stop 

"Certamement, monsieur f Sauf pour ammener de 
I eciu 

"Eau ^ That’s water ” 

'‘Om, monsieur “ 

“It stops for water 
"Oui, monsieur, d Dijon “ 

“Di]on yelled Gary triumphantly “Thanks, pal,” 
and hurled himself, looking rather like a queer bird in 
flight with a suit-case m each hand, and his overcoat 
flapping, in the direction of the ticket-office He 
banged on the wooden shutter furiously “Dijon i 
Dijon t” he called out “Hey there ^ Look alive, will 
you, somebody 

The shutter was rushed up in his face 
‘Dijon said Gary 

A ticket was slapped at him He flung down his 
wallet, trusting the man to hand back the proper 
change ‘ ‘ Thanks, ’ ’ said Gary ‘ ‘ Platform ^ ’ 

“Cinq ” 

“Uh said Gary 
“Five ” 

“OK 

"Dijon, deux," said a voice behind him 
He was just about to take instant flight and had 
indeed actually made about three preliminary steps, 
when something about the sound of that voice made 
him turn his head Then he stopped dead in his tracks 
The two little men were together at the guichet, and 
it occurred to him, with a sudden and most unpleasant 
feeling of certainty, that he was being followed He 
pushed his hat back off his forehead to consider this 
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problem, and then, the original urgency supervening, 
turned again and ran for the platform with a deadly 
serious look on his face 

The tram was one of those quaint little trains which 
run about France in two stories, with seats for anyone 
who chenshes a desire for a prospect and a whiff of coal- 
smoke on the roof Inside, Gary found himself among 
workpeople with vast blue bundles, in a coach which 
was open above the partitions from end to end Every 
seat was filled to overflowing Gary wedged himself 
just inside one of the doors In this position he found 
that he blocked the window, but by doubling down he 
could ]ust take a sight of the platform beneath his 
left armpit 

In this position he saw the two men hurry down the 
platform and enter the same coach three doors further 
down He lifted his head and looked along the top of 
the partitions He could just see their hats eddying in 
a swirl of other hats, and hear gruff sounds of ex- 
postulation as they, like himself, were forced to stand 
A pale girl in black prodded his knee diffidently and 
indicated that there was room for one of his suit- 
cases on the floor beside her feet He grinned his 
thanks but retained the suit-case At that moment the 
guard blew on a tin trumpet very much like Madame 
Harry's and the train began to move 

‘'Excuse me," said Gary to the girl loudly "Does 
this train go to Marseilles 

"‘Marseilles cried the occupants of the compart- 
ment in horrified unison “Sautez, monsieur f Sautez 

They rose to the situation like one man They undid 
the door for him, they turned him about, they made 
sure his hat was securely crammed on his head, they 
seized his suit-cases and flung them out, then they 
launched him, too, into space, slammed the door on 
him, and rushed to the open window to wave their 
adieux 

- From his seat on the platform where he had fallen 
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he waved after them , and when he caught sight of 
two heads thrust suddenly out of a window five doors 
further down the tram, he kissed his hand to them 
The flat end of the little tram receded out of sight 


Only one of the suit-cases was at all seriously 
damaged, and Gary himself, apart from where he had 
kicked his ankle in falling, was intact Six delighted 
porters and the old lady from the news-stall dusted him 
and brushed him and straightened his hat and satisfied 
themselves of the fact He demanded a taxi They 
were vastly amused by the gentleman who had 
been going to Di]on and had altered his mind, and 
hooted about it a great deal, and told one another how 
drole it was But they led him to one, with quite a 
family-party air, and slung his suit-cases on to the roof 
'Thanks, everybody,'' said Gary, and, to the taxi- 
driver, "Di]on " 

''HStel de Dijon 

"No," said Gary "Dijon " 

"Om, om said the taxi-driver ''Place de Dijon " 
"No," said Gary "Dijon 

"Dijon repeated the taxi-driver, his jaw dropping 
"Yes," said Gary "What's the matter ^ Can't you 
get that far 

"Mais! Dijon f*' exclaimed the taxi-driver 
"Quatre cent kilometres 
"And don't spare the horses " 

Tne taxi-dnver raised both arms and about six 
overcoats, blew through his moustache, turned to face 
the onlookers, raised both his arms again, grimaced 
expressively, sighed, did sundry expensive-looking 
things to his meter whereby Tarif I was replaced by 
Tarif II, to be m turn succeeded by Tarif III, and 
clambered aboard One sickening lurch, and they 
were off 
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They rattled through the streets of Pans ]ust like 
any other cab Half an hour later they bucked and 
bounded through the atrocious suburbs An hour 
later they toiled through the streets of Fontainebleau 
with a stiff head of steam spurting from the radiator 
In the town itself, before the courtyard of the palace 
of the kings, the driver stopped by a drinking fountain, 
clambered painfully down and began the long process 
of baling water into his mount by means of a smail 
brass cup attached to the foot of a fat Psyche by a 
chain Gary took the opportunity to buy some 
chocolate in an epicene It was when coming out of 
this place that he first noticed the Delage 

It was a very noble car It flaunted some kind of 
naked nymph in front, and it dominated the street- 
scene with that overwhelming impression of expensive 
elegance which the French know so well how to 
achieve It was an open coupe, and in the driver’s 
seat sat a genial man with a big grey beard who wore 
a beret on his head and seemed to Gaiy to be regarding 
him with the same sort of expression of ]ovial 
superiority which a mouse must recognize in the cat 

The taxi stood deserted by the fountain, so Gary did 
what he had seen many Frenchmen do in similar 
circumstances, pounded the rubber bulb of the horn 
Presently his driver came running, full of apologies 
and adjusting his dress, from one of those small circular 
tin enclosures built about a tree-trunk There was a 
loud rending sound as he engaged his gear, another of 
those upheaving lurches, and they shook the dust of 
Fontainebleau from beneath their chariot wheels 
Something made Gary turn to look through the window 
behind him 

A hundred yards away and separated from them by 
a bus, a tramcar and two bicycles, the Delage was 
quietly in motion 

Ten minutes later, when they were rocketing down 
, a long straight road at a hectic thirty-five kilometres 
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an hour, the Delage was visible half a kilometre behind 
them 

One hour later it was still half a kilometre behind 

An hour and a half later they had a puncture in one 
of their tyres, and pulled in to the side of the road 

Two hundred yards behind them the Delage did the 
same 

Gary had to get out of the cab because the tools were 
under the seat While his faithful Jehu grovelled in 
th-e dust he strolled back in a casual manner towards 
the other car Its bearded occupant had lit a cigar 
and was lounging back in his seat with his eyes 
closed Gary stopped as he came abreast of him, and 
then, rather provocatively perhaps, walked slowly all 
round the car It was a nice car Then he poked his 
head over the door and studied the instruments on the 
dashboaid The bearded gentleman gave no sign 
Gary took a cigarette out of his pocket and thoughtfully 
struck a match on the side of the car Then, hearing 
frantic squawks fiom the taxi's horn, he sauntered 
back along the road and they set forth once again 
The Delage followed 

They lunched at Sens, in the only reasonable hostelry 
of the place, with the Delage and the taxi parked one 
behind the other outside the matne, and the bearded 
gentleman, who obtained much better service than 
they did, lunching efficiently in the opposite corner 

By four o'clock they had covered a further seventy 
kilometres, and the Delage was still half a kilometre 
behind 

At a place called Avallon they stopped to fill up with 
essence So did the Delage 

At Semur they halted, momentarily, to visit another 
of those circular tin shelters in the mam square When 
they emerged a distinguished man with a beard and 
a beret met them at the entrance, said Pardon'' and 
went m 

At Blaisy, Gary rapped on the window and signalled^ 
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the cab to stop A moment later the Delage slumped 
to rest behind them with bumpers almost touching 
Gary got out and walked up to the man “Say '"he 
demanded “Are you following me 
"I understand,” replied the gentleman courteously, 
“that this is the road to Dijon 
“You know damned well it’s the road to Dijon 
“The road,” said the gentleman, “is, is it not, a 
public road 

“Ah I” exclaimed Gary “Now I understand 
You’re going to Dijon 
“So it would appear, my fiiend ” 

“And this IS the road to Dijon 
“Om” 

“And this IS a public road 
“Ah oui ” 

“Well, don’t let me keep you,” said Gary, stepping 
back a pace as if to get out of the way 

The gentleman hesitated a second and then 
removed his beret with a flounsh and a little smile 
“You are very kind,” he said, backed a few paces, 
turned his wheel, and shot away like an arrow from a 
bow 

For a minute or two Gaiy and the taxi-driver stood 
and watched him become a mere speck m the distance 
on the ten-mile stretch of road 
“Alley-oop,” Gary said, and clambered aboard 
“Alley-oop,” said the driver, gnashing his gears 
It was growing dark when they clattered at last 
through the streets of the old town of Dijon and 
pulled up before the neat little trees m buckets and 
the tables and chairs of the Hotel Lion d’Or At once 
two page-boys with gloves under their epaulettes, a 
porter in a striped waistcoat and a white apron, and 
a few dozen passers-by gathered round in amazement 
at the sight of an American mtlor who arrived by 
Pans taxi 

Seemg them, the driver removed his hat, mopped 
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his forehead, and muttered in a loud stage-whisper 
from under the corner of his moustache, ''Neuf cent 
soixante-qmnze francs 

A perceptible tremor ran through the crowd When 
Gary dismounted it was felt on all hands that this was 
a great moment, evidently, in the history of Di]on 
Was she here ^ Gary scarcely noticed the moment of 
history, but he looked rather reverently at Di]on, at 
the coloured roof of the great cathedral, at the criss- 
cross of tramvnres, at the street lamps darkening the 
dusk, and felt that the place was in some way hallowed 
At six o'clock that morning while he had been asleep 
Stephanie — ^he already called her Stephanie to himself 
— ^had slipped away from him, in this very town 
Perhaps she had come round the corner there, by the 
cathedral A few hours ago she must have seen its 
roof and the criss-cross of tramwires She might be — • 

he gulped — she might be in this very The Hotel 

Lion d'Or, eh ^ Gosh ^ If only He started 

towards the door, and was met by an anxious and 
apologetic person in striped trousers 

''Alas, monsieur ^ Monsieur wishes to sleep for the 
night 

"Say, listen ^ Have you got an extremely beautiful 
girl here 
"Monsieur 

"Oh — er — I mean I want a room and a bath " 

"Alas, monsieur ^ It is exceptional, I promise 
monsieur that it is quite exceptional, but for some 
reason, monsieur Alas, monsieur — tonight " 

A great light of hope broke over Gary He trembled 
at the possibility 

Did these things ever happen m threes ^ He gripped 
the fellow's arm excitedly '‘You mean yo%i haverit 
got a room 

"Alas, monsieur, the hotel is full * But " 

"Go on, go on 

"But we have a very comfortable Salon de The, , 
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monsieur We could place you there a bed If 
monsieur would be content, just for one night, to 
share 

He knew it ^ He knew it * The thing was going to 
happen again ^ Oh boy, oh boy, oh boy ^ 

‘‘We are extremely sorry, monsieur It would be 
just for the one night If monsieur would not have 

objections, we could place a screen 

“Place all the screens you want,'’ said Gary “Make 
it snappy, will you ^ Which way do we go 
“Par mons^e^ir 

The reception clerk dodged round, bowing, and led 
the way with such briskness that he banked slightly on 
his turns 

Behind him Gary strode, biting his underlip and pale 
vVith excitement Behind him hurried the striped 
waistcoat with the two suit-cases They marched 
smartly through the hall, approached the lift, turned 
from it, went to the left down a dark passage and 
through a door at the end with glass panels Inside 
the room three gentlemen stood smartly to attention 
as he entered They were, reading from left to light, 
the first gentleman whom he had seen in the train, the 
second gentleman whom he had seen in the tram, and 
the owner of the Delage 

It was the owner of the Delage who bowed, fingeied 
the lapel of his coat, took one pace forward, and 
constituted himself the spokesman 
“Good evening, monsieur," he began 
“Hey exclaimed Gary “What zs all this Who 
are you, anyway ^ Because if any of you guys are 

thinking of starting a rough-house around here 

“Permit me," replied the gentleman “I am the 
proprietor of the Hdtel du Palais of Monte Cristo I 
am also the President of the Syndteat d'lmhative I 
have the honour to announce myself, Monsieur Simon 
Reynaud The gentleman on my right is Monsieui 
, Andr6 Luchard, the manager of the Casino and of the 
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International Spoiting Club My other friend is 
Monsieur Carlo Rossi, the President of the Sociite des 
Bams de Met, the owners of the foreshore '' 

All three gentlemen bowed 

'"How do you do said Gary, grimly 

‘‘And now, monsieur/' continued M Reynaud, ''you 

have the advantage of us Might we enquire " 

‘ ‘ Sure * ' ' agreed Gary ‘ ‘ Williams Gary Williams ' ' 
“Enchante murmured M Reynaud politely ‘‘You 
are — forgive me — you are rich 
‘ Hell, no’" said Gary “When IVe paid my taxi 
fare I shall be exactly nine hundred and seventy-five 
francs to the ]ust too bad " 

Tile three gentlemen exchanged glances 
“I see," said Gary “Foiled’" 

“Monsieur’" M Reynaud seriously advanced a 
further step forward “You are, I think, looking for a 
certain young lady/ 

“And what if I am 

“We, also, are looking for a certain young lady " 

“Oh, you are ’" exclaimed Gary “Then let me tell 
you " 

“Pardon, monsieur," interrupted M Reynaud 
suavely “Our intentions are of the most noble We 
have a very gieat interest indeed m the young lady 
It is for that reason that we have attempted never to 
let her out of our sight Unfortunately, monsieur, 
during last night she disappeared You will forgive 
us, monsieur, I am sure, if we say that it is for that 
reason that we took the liberty of keeping, shall we say, 
m touch with you, since we felt, from one or two things 
we had observed, that you also took an interest in the 
young lady " 

Gary was silent 

“You do take an interest in the young lady^" 
persisted M Reynaud 

“All right," admitted Gary “Pm interested So 
what 
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"'You like this young lady ^ You are attracted by 
her 

''Well/' Gary decided, with sudden defiance, "if 
you want it you may as well have it ^ I think she's the 
sweetest, prettiest, neatest, daintiest, adorabiest girl I 
ever met ^ What's more, she has pleasant personal 
habits I think she's a swell girl 

"How much," suggested M Reynaud diffidently, 
"would you take to marry this girl 



PART TWO 





CHAPTER FIVE 


The little gilt clock on the mantelpiece pinged 
eight times 

Gary stared first at the bald-headed gentleman with 
the spade beard, then at the grizzled one with the gold 
monocle, and then at the debonair figure of M Reynaud 
smiling at him, with his head and beard a little to one 
side, tapping well-manicured finger-nails 
'‘Would yoit mmd repeating that 
'‘With pleasure,'' agreed M Reynaud 'T repeat 
How much will you take to marry the girl 
“On the level 

The three gentlemen bowed 
“Yes, but " 

'T would suggest five hundred down, five thousand 
immediately after marriage, and five thousand a year 
for life " 

Gary took a firm grip of a potted fein "Francs or 
dollars 

"Pounds," said M Reynaud "With, of course, a 
suite at the Hdtel du Palais at any time you 
require ' ' 

"And, of course, entry into the Casino or the Inter- 
national Sporting Club whenever you wish," added the 
grizzled one, making a pendulum of his monocle 

"And, of course, free admission to all the bathing 
beaches of the Principality," completed the third 
Once again Gary peered from one to the other 
"Would somebody mmd pinching me 
"We are in earnest, monsieur " 

"Wait a minute ^ Wait a minute, now ’ Let's start 
over You want me to marry the girl 
"If you would be so kind," said M Reynaud 
"And you're willing to pay me five hundred pounds 

49 D 
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down, five thousand pounds aftei mariiagc, and five 
thousand pounds a year for the rest of my natural 
life 

''Exactly/' said M Reynaud "With, of course, a 
suite " 

"Yeah, yeah I know," interrupted Gary ''Am I 
crazy, or are you 

The three gentlemen exchanged glances and smiled 
"Perhaps," began M Reynaud gently, "I had better 
explain It is a little matter of history Shall we sit 
down ^ Or perhaps — monsieur has dined 
"No," said Gary "No, I haven't " 

"We shall have dinner," declared M Reynaud He 
went towards the fireplace and pulled three times on an 
old-fashioned bell 

Almost immediately the glass doors clattered open, 
and two waiters entered, pushing two trolleys, one ojf 
which, when extended, formed a table laid for foar, 
while the other bore encouraging tiaccs of pdte de fots 
gras and champagne 

"To dine well in France," obscivcd M Reynaud, 
"one must be the manager of a rival hotel Now," he 
continued when they were all sitting down, "m the 
year eighteen ninety-four His Hereditary Highness 
Prince Albert of Monte Cristo was blessed with a 
daughter, Princess Christine When His Serene High- 
ness died in nineteen hundred and six this Princess 
Christine became Her Hereditary Highness Piincess 
Christine of Monte Cristo You follow me 
' 'Easy, so far," said Gary ' 'Go right ahead ' ' 

"In nineteen- fourteen, Her Hereditary Highness 
Princess Christine married a French captain of artillery 
of noble family, and m the year nmeteen-eightecn a 
daughter was bom, at whose birth, I am sorry to say, 
Her Hereditary Highness Princess Christine died " 
"Too bad," said Gary, "but I get you So this child 

IS now Her Hereditary Highness ' ' 

"Princess Stephanie of Monte Cristo " 
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Gary did the nose trick with his champagne 
‘'Gentlemen * Gentlemen, do not disturb yourselves ^ 
Pray remain seated f I will occupy myself with this 
said M Reynaud, patting Gary on the back with one 
hand and offering him a table-napkin with the other 
'‘Please, gentlemen, I assure you it will pass 
“I can take it,'' said Gary m a strangled voice, and 
went into a paroxysm of coughing 
M Reynaud took the opportunity to move towards 
the fireplace and ring once again upon the bell The 
waiters entered, removed the dishes, and returned 
immediately with most excellent turtle soup 

‘T may proceed asked M Reynaud solicitously 
“Thank you Unfortunately, in the year eighteen 
nmety-six His Serene Highness Prince Albert divorced 
his wife, and conti acted a matrimonial alliance with a 
marchande de vin of Nice, who accordingly became 
Her Hereditary Highness Princess Hermione of Monte 
Cristo ' ' 

“Does everyone who marries a hereditary highness 
become a hereditary highness Gary asked 

“Heredity," answered M Reynaud calmly, “is a 
very lemarkable thing Now this Princess Hermione 

gave birth m eighteen ninety-six " 

“You said he only married her m eighteen ninety-six ' ' 
“Heredity," repeated M Reynaud, “is a very 
remarkable thing Three months after they were 
married Her Hereditary Highness Princess Hermione 
gave birth to a son, and since a male child by a second 
marriage takes precedence over a female child by a first, 
he became His Hereditary Highness Prince Alexis of 
Monte Cristo, and died in the war " 

“Died fighting, eh said Gary 

“Drinking, monsieur," corrected M Reynaud 

“Oh" 

“I have already remarked that heredity is very 
strange He left a son who was born in nineteen- 
fourteen, and is still alive, and who is therefore " 
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'‘I know, I know His Hereditaiy Highne'^s 
'Trmce Paul of Monte Ciisto '' 

‘‘And are all these people sitting on the hereditar}?- 
throne of Monte Cristo 

“None of them are/' said M Reynaud gravely “In 
the first place they are all of them dead, with the 
exception of His Hereditary Highness Piince Paul and 
Her Hereditary Highness Princess Stephanie, and in 
the second place, since there was some hesitation m 
Monte Cristo as to which of these two Hereditaiy 
Highnesses had the prioi claim to the piincely throne, 
a certain group of people organized a little nwolution 
at the end of the v^ar " M Reynaud spoke these last 
woids with what might have been described, coming 
from a less distinguished and diplomatic gentleman, as 
a smirk 

“Oh, they did, did they Gary said 
“It was a very modest little affair," said M Reynaud 
with a shrug 

“Altogethei Girondm," said the bald gentleman 
deprecatmgly 

“Scarcely worthy of the name revolution at all," 
amended the gentleman with the monocle modestly 
“More of a reairangemcnt," con cc ted M Reynaud 
“Purely technical " 

“Exactly," agreed M Reynaud “A little gioup of 
business people felt that perhaps the time was ripe for 
Monte Cristo to be governed by business men Some 
sole 

“Thanks," said Gary 

“Some sole for monsieur ^ For twenty years the 
arrangement has worked quite admirably The yearly 
statements of the Casino, of the Socitte des Bams de 
Mer and the Hotel du Palais, which was, of course, the 
old Prince’s palace, have disclosed a piofit which has 
quadrupled itself during the period undei review^ ’ ’ 

“I still don’t see " Gary began 

“We arrive at the point," M Reynaud assured him 
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suavely ''The common people of Monte Cristo are 
still addicted to Royalty It is veiy unfortunate that 
His Hereditaiy Highness Prince Paul has obtained a 
dispensation from His Holiness the Pope which will 
enable him to marry Her Hereditary Highness Princess 
Stephanie m about three months from this date ' ' 

Gary put down his fork with a clatter "You mean 
they're engaged to be married 

"It IS essential to us," M Reynaud explained, "that 
this marriage shall not take place If the two claimants 
to the hereditary throne are allowed to unite their 
claims m this manner their joint claim will make an 
irresistible appeal to the population Speaking frankly, 
monsieur, I cannot afford to see the Hotel du Palais 
turned back into a royal residence The SociUe des 
Batns de Mer has sunk capital to the extent of a 
hundred thousand pounds in a rubber bathing beach 
which they have no wish to see included m a royal 
garden It is the interests of the populace which we 
have at heart, monsieur Are we to surrender one of 
the last democracies m Europe to a hereditary dictator- 
ship ^ Never * And we have a wider duty Are we to 
abandon the last refuge, the last asylum in Europe to 
which people can escape for a few weeks for a glimpse of 
luxury and sanity ^ Vtsitez Monte Cnsto thundered 
M Reynaud ' 'Ses montaignes ^ Sa mer t Son 
Cas%no 

M Reynaud paused and drank a glass of champagne, 
and then wiped his beard and moustache complex 
elaborately with a napkin 

"Well, monsieur he demanded 
"Well," said Gary slowly, watching the waiter 
remove his half-empty glass of champagne and replace 
it by a full glass of Chambertin 1911, "let's get this 
straight If I contract an alliance with this lady 
do I become 'My Hereditary Highness Prince Gary 
of Monte Cnsto' 

"Ah no, monsieur 
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‘Then it isn t enough 

M Reynaud rose with sudden violence from the 
table 

‘This steak is good said Gary 
“It is not enoiigh, monsieur 
“You heard me, baby Not nearly enough 
“But — but — but — but, monsieur ^ It ispmtcely ^ To 
marry a beautiful gtrZ to whom you arc already attracted 
and who is attracted by you > ' ' 

“Make it five hundred pounds down, five thousand 
pounds on the day of the completion of the alliance 
between the high contracting parties, five thousand a 
year for life, free bathing facilities and the rest of it, 
plus a five per cent interest in the Hotel du Palais and a 
two and a half per cent interest m the Soctete des Bams 
de Mer, and 111 marry the Czar of Russia “ 

M Reynaud was a little pale ‘ ‘Those are your terms, 
monsieur 

“For taking an interest m power politics and comic 
opera, not to mention doing the duty on the woman I 
love, those are my teims Take it or leave it “ 

“You will excuse us, monsieur 
“Go right ahead Fm one of those magnanimous 
guys Talk it over all you want “ 

“Thank you, monsieur “ 

The three gentlemen retired to a little distance and 
put their heads together 

Mrs Williams' little boy Gary continued to make 
short work of an exquisite Chateauhnand marchand de 
vin 

Presently M Reynaud returned like a herald from 
the enemy camp 

“Two and a half per cent of the takings of the Hotel 
du Palais, monsieur, one and a half per cent of the 
profits of the Soctete des Bains de Mer, and one half of 
one per cent of the profits of the Casino “ 

“Yippee^" shouted Gary in unexpected falsetto 
“Have you brought along the dotted line 



RESTORATION COMEDY 55 

''NO; monsieur We wish to commit nothing to 
writing '' 

''Gentlemen's agreement between cads, eh 
"Exactly, monsieui " 

Gary finished swallowing a potato 
"Suits me " Gary said 



CHAPTER SIX 


If the sun shines anywhere in the world, he 
saves a little of it for the Champs 6lysees 

It was one of those spaiklmg days when all Ihe 
glittei and the glamour ot Pans vocifeiates a welcome 
to the sun The sun is at heait a Frenchman, so ho 
shone down gallantly on the massed display of elegance 
Pie glinted on the bonnets of piiccloss cars He 
sparkled m the spokes of taxi wheels He beamed 
broadly on cafe tables and winked in the sheen of 
silk stockings as they minced by in high-heeled 
shoes 

He was a bit of a dog, that sun He hid in the leaves 
of the chestnut trees and sent playful beams into 
unexpected places He worried the bare back of the 
young lady who demonstrated the rowing machine 
en matllot-de-ham m the sports shop, and tickled the 
bald head of the waitei at Fouquet’s He danced at 
random on red fingei -nails heie and a monocle theie, 
on plate-glass windows and chromium phte He 
biightened the eyes of pretty ladies He lit up the 
white wand of ihe gendarme who conducted the trattic 
as if all Pans were a musical comedy, as indeed on that 
morning it was He set the dust dancing in rusty 
offices and toyed with the ice in champagne buckets 
He put a spring into the step of elderly boulevardters and 
a touch of unaccustomed warmth in the pomaded heads 
of sauntering gigolos 

He enjoyed all this enoimously, the old Parisian 
sun He exacted his tribute m the rising reek of tar 
and petrol and patchouli He had a critical eye, that 
sun He lit up the threadbare and the faded and the 
cheap as well as the opulent and elegant and the 
^ displayed Was there a note of meretriciousness in the 
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scene to his houlevafdter' s eye ^ Perhaps But when a 
grey Delage sidled through the six lines of traffic and 
came silently to rest before the offices of the Syndtcat 
d'lmhahve de Monte Cnsto he said ''Ah and shone 
upon it in all his glory 

Sitting in the car, M Reynaud gave Gary Williams 
his last instructions 

"Somewhere in all this,'' said M Reynaud, waving his 
gloves expansively at the scene, "is Her Hereditary 
Highness It will be like looking for a needle in a 
bundle of haystacks We do not know where she is 
Always she escapes us We follow her, and she 
IS gone again ’ ' 

"She's a good girl," Gary said 

"She has a head, that one," agreed M Reynaud 

"She's a swell girl," Gary said "She has pleasant 
personal habits " 

''Et comme elle est mvtssante f'' urged the tactful 
M Reynaud 

"I won't hear a word agamst her *" declared Gary 
"If I hear one crack out of you — I admire that girl 
intensely >" 

"I envy you," said M Reynaud "And you will find 
her, and report to me heie " 

"OK, "Gary said 

"It will not be easy " 

"I'll find her," Gary declared "I'll find her if I have 
to set the police on her to do it Say, that's an idea at 
that*" 

M Reynaud made a grimace of unqualified accept- 
ance "I should prefer it without the police It is 
true that, as the representative of Monte Cnsto in 
Paris, the French Government accords me the privilege 
of extra-territoriality for my office, but still 
Here is a cheque, monsieur It will not spring back 
at you , it IS on the Treasury " 

"Oh — er — oh, thanks " 

"And this, monsieur, is a photograph of His Heredit- 
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ary Highness Prince Paul, should you wish to arrange 
for a little assassination '' 

Gary stared 

M Reynaud shrugged 'It is one of the methods 
which had occurred to us But it is not necessary 
We do not think that it will be necessaiy '' 

"Gee, Fm glad to hear that,'’ said Gary 
"He also is in the vtlle Immhre A waiter, perhaps ^ 
A chef ^ A commissionaire at the Folics Bergeres ^ 
With these exiled royalties nothing is too picturesque ’ ’ 
"Maybe he’s in Dijon," said Gary 
"The princes of yesterday do not flourish in the 
provinces, monsieur They are here In Pans There 
is nothing in Dijon Her Hereditary Highness was 
never in Dijon " 

"Never in Dijon 

"Except to walk from one platform to the next She 
disembarked from your tram, monsieur She entered 
another " 

"Say, what do you know 

"Your wagon4it attendant, monsieur She bought 
him for one hundred francs We repurchased him for 
two hundred " 

Gary wagged his head in appreciation "The moie I 
hear about the Princess Steph," he said, "the more I 
know Fm one of these marrying guys" His face 
clouded "Shall I be able to be back m Oxford on 
October seventh 

M Reynaud leaned across him and opened the door 
of the car "That is for you to say" He smiled 
"Well, monsieur — ^here is your bundle of haystacks " 
"And to think," said Gary, "that I ought to be 
attending a logic class this minute J" He stepped out 
of the car "Flash ’ Mrs Williams’ little boy Gary 
goes haywire Say, isn’t this the darnedest world 
M Reynaud smiled "You will find her," said 
M Reynaud confidently 

"Fm one of those persistent guys," Gary said 
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''Well — thanks for the bathing beaches and every- 
thing 

"It IS a privilege, monsieur,'' M Reynaud assured 
him And raising his left arm m something like the 
Fascist salute, he slid away 


Gary stood m the sunlight and watched the Delage 
disappear Then he gazed at the two suit-cases beside 
him on the pavement, at the sparklmg prospect, at the 
hurrying throng, at the vivacious traffic and at the 
cheque m his hand 

"Can you beat that he demanded of the universe 
He did not hear the answer, but the universe replied 
that undoubtedly it could 

"Hey said Gary, waving the cheque and the photo- 
graph m the air ' ‘Taxi ' ’ ' 

One of the ordinary mass-produced streamlined 
taxis, with some fancy basket-work about the doors, 
lunged across from the mam traffic stream and came to 
rest before him on its haunches 

"Do you know any good hotels around here Gary 
asked 

"How about the Ritz suggested the driver in 
English 

"The Ritz it IS," said Gary, slinging the two bags 
aboard, and following himself "Let's go 

They went They went in a manner altogether 
surprising to anyone whose previous impressions of 
Paris taxis had been gained solely by a journey to 
Dijon They shot from a standstill as if on springs 
Outside the windows the parade of Pans suddenly 
streamed by m a hectic torrent of longitudinal glimpses, 
flowing plate-glass windows, trees, fountams, a dis- 
torted gendarme with a whistle and a wand Then the 
screech of brakes A narrow shave Off again like a 
flash More rivers of plate glass More fountains 
More trees A pretty lady Rushing statuary 
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Gary banged on the window "'Not so 
shouted Gary '‘Not so fast 

The driver nodded He accelerated brilliantly 
They hurled themselves upon the Place de la Concorde 
To the stranger this is always a neive-rackmg experi- 
ence, but to Gary's driver the dozens of conflicting 
streams which empty themselves in short, sharp rushes 
into the passionate m6Me of the square, for all the v oriel 
like interlacing shoals of goldfish, seemed apparently 
to make nothing worse than pretty patterns as he 
engaged the mass at fifty kilometres an hour 
“Hey I'' yelled Gai^y ‘'I want to live 
The driver nodded, and sent the cab forward with a 
jerk It crashed Gary back in his seat They charged 
full tilt into a little flurry of cars rushing upon them 
from the left, and, missing them by millimetres, 
charged uproariously in the direction of an enormous 
bus whose circular radiator heaved up before then 
vision like the boiler of a locomotive Gary covered 
his eyes with his elbow, only to find a moment later, 
when he recovered his manliness, that the bus was 
calmly proceeding on its way behind them, and that 
they were in immediate danger of collision with about 
forty-three taxis and cars which, suddcnlj/ n^leased by 
a sympathetic and genial policeman, flung themselves 
happily like yapping dogs into the fray 

Three seconds later everything was over Ihey 
were at rest in a traffic block in the Rue de Rivoli, 
miraculously unscathed Gary leaned over and put 
his head between his knees 


They were held up for some minutes in that traffic 
block Still shaken by his experiences, Gary sat back 
in his seat, kicked down one of the small occasional seats 
opposite, put his feet on it, and settled down comfort- 
ably to scrutinize the photograph of Prince Paul 
He beheld a young man of the Latin type, which is 
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popularly supposed to be attractive to women, with 
smooth black hair and evening dress obscured by many 
decoiations, standing with one hand resting in a pro- 
prietary manner on a broken column The other hand 
held a cigarette in a long holder, and a rimless monocle 
was screwed into his right eye-socket Across the 
bottom right-hand corner was scrawled 'To little 
Toto from H H H Pi nice Paul of Monte Cristo Gary 
studied the photograph carefully, almost affectionately, 
and then put it m his wallet with the cheque 

The cab moved on, more leisurely now Gary fell to 
studying its interior with a tolerant eye Frayed arm- 
rests, battered ash-trays, pink silk curtains, a document 
framed behind glass, much stamped by the Prefecture 
of Police, scribbled over in a great black hand, and 
bearing a photograph of the driver 

The photograph of the driver interested Gary 
intensely It showed a young man of the Latin type, 
popularly supposed to be attractive to women, with 
smooth black hair and evening dress obscured by 
many decorations, standing with one hand resting in a 
piopiietary manner on a broken column At that 
moment the taxi stopped and the door was opened by a 
commissionaire, m sky-blue uniform, who took up his 
position with an arc of sky-blue stomach, standing 
smartly to attention 

Gary stared at the two identical photographs He 
was trembling Then he looked up, awed by his dis- 
covery What should A do now ^ Assassinate the 
guy ^ Say "Pardon me, but have I the honour of 
addressing His Hereditary Highness Prince Paul of 
Monte Cristo He got out 
"I — er ’’ said Gary 

"Four seventy-hve,'' said His Hereditary Highness 
Prince Paul 

"Sure said Gaiy "Sure ’ Pardon me, your— I 

mean — er ' ' He fumbled nervously with the money 

in his pocket 
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“You Wish for me to pay money for zis cab, 
monsieur put in the commissionaire 

“No, no,” said Gary, fumbling more nervously than 
ever, and producing a five-franc note, which he handed 

over “Say,” he exclaimed, “aren’t you ” 

“And for a tip, sir?” interrupted His Hereditary 
Highness 

“Tip ? Oh sure, a tip I thought perhaps 
What I mean is 

“It does not matter, sir,” said Prince Paul, unex- 
pectedly engaging a gear and driving away 

For one stupefied instant Gary was left standing on 
the pavement Then he came to life 

“Hey' You'” Gary yelled after him “Hey' 
Taxi'” 

The commissionaire leapt to the occasion “You 
wish another taxi, sir ?” 

“Hey' You'” yelled Gary “Don’t let him go' 
Taxi I” 

A shrill blast on the commissionaire’s whistle pro- 
duced one from the rank 

“Follow that cab '” shouted Gary “Whatever you 
do, don’t let it out of your sight ' Step on it, will you ? 
Follow that cab 

“Uh ?” said the taxi-driver from the folds of his 
moustache 

“Get going, man'” Gary screamed desperately 
“For God’s sake follow that cab '” 

“f/It ?” repeated the taxi-driver “Compr ends pas 
Qu’est-ce-qii’tl chant ?” 

"Smvez I’atitre interpreted the commissionaire 
“Bon,” agreed the taxi-driver without enthusiasm 
from the folds of his moustache 
There was a leisurely grunt Two cylinders began to 
wheeze gradually faster No one had yet moved 
There was a loud whirnng from the clutch 
“Hurry '” yelled Gary, dancing on his seat 
The whirring grew louder A series of loud clacks 
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proceeded from somewhere underneath the vehicle 
There was a stuttering movement For one tremulous 
instant the ancient machine hovered on the brink of 
actual motion, and then, very slowly, painfully, 
asthmatically, it stumbled forward When it had 
travelled forward about fifteen yards with infinite 
difficulty Gary put his head out of the window 
'‘OK,'" said Gary ' '0 K ^ Let it go ^ D'you think 
you could stagger as far as the Ritz 



CHAPTER SEVEN 


Five times during the nexi week Gary saw the 
streamlined taxi with the wicker-work doors 

The first time was that same evening of his first day 
in Pans, when he was eating dinner m a cafe by the 
Rond Point des Champs Flysees He saw it come up 
from the lett and spin round the roundabout as though 
it weie attached by string to the central fountain 
Though he rushed out of the place as hard as he could, 
waving a table-napkin in one hand and a piece of roll 
m the other, and shouting, he was too late to altiact 
His Hereditary Highness's attention, and was nearly 
run over for his pains 

The second time was two days later, when he saw it 
whizzing through the Place Vendome from the window 
of his hotel On that occasion, though he lushed to 
the telephone with tlie instinct to ring someone up 
about it, it was clear that he could do nothing 

On the third occasion he gave chase Pic had been 
wandering about the streets as was becoming his 
iriitable habit, keeping one eye on the tratiic for the 
taxi and the other on the pavement for a certain face, 
when he found himself down by the river Suddenly 
he saw the thing, tearing across one of the bridges, and 
coming towards him 

By the grace of God there was a cab-rank almost at 
his elbow 

“Smvez yelled Gary, having learned the word for 
just such a chance as this ''Smvez ce damned taxi, and 
drive like hell 

This time his chauffeur was a furious and dashing 
fellow He did not need to be told twice He grinned 
from ear to ear, slammed everything with his feet, and 
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spinning his rear wheels with frantic enthusiasm, got 
away to a racing start 

The Prince was not more than twenty yards in front 
They hounded him down the quayside, and slewed 
across the front of N6tre Dame, with tyres screaming 
and horns in nerve-racking and unceasing cry They 
chased him m and out of side-streets and short cuts 
They shot, one after the other, into the same old Rue 
de Rivoli, they hared along its length like madmen, 
scattering pedestrians to the wind, and spinning 
infuriated gendarmes on their perches as they whistled 
by It was terrific ^ It was sensational ^ It was the 
race of a lifetime ^ Gary was on his knees in his excite- 
ment, pounding in a frenzy on the glass paitition with 
his fists 

They gained He was certain that they gained The 
rest of the traffic gave the amusing impression of 
travelling stolidly backwards By the corner of 
Smith's bookshop an agile gendarme, who saw them 
coming hell-for-leather m his direction, did the best he 
could The lights were red He waved at them 
frantically with his wand He blew shrill blasts on his 
whistle He stepped with foolish gallantry into the 
road and held out both his arms In the last per- 
missible second he leapt for his life, and the piercing 
pitch of his whistle dropped five ridiculous semi- 
tones as they hurtled over the patch of road where he 
had so lately stood 

‘'Oh boy f Oh boy ^ Oh boy sang Gary, smiting 
the air m an ecstasy of the chase '"Step on it * Go 
on ^ After him ^ You've got him ^ You've got him 

They were in the Place de la Concorde Taxis to 
right of them, taxis to left of them, eddied, swirled, 
charged, skidded, blew brazen blasts, swamped and 
engulfed them In the heat of the engagement the 
glimpses of the Prince’s taxi were only spasmodic It 
appeared now and then through gaps in the indis- 
criminate ebb and flow of battle It was ten yards 

E 
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away It was thirty yards away It was sixty or 
seventy yards away It was There was only 

one man in Pans who could drive like that It was 
clear of the fracas It was right through It was 
unencumbered, speeding away into the distance It 
was out of sight 

Sadly they came to rest by the little covered tennis 
court which is one of the most delicate things in a 
delicate city The driver shrugged and turned in his 
seat There were tears m his brown eyes, and his lips 
were peevish with professional pain He would not 
meet Gary's glance 

' 'There is no charge, monsieur II n'y a pas de frais ’ ' 

"Hell," said Gary, "snap out of that ’ We did our 
best" 

'‘II n’y a pas de Jrais " 

"Nonsense," said Gary "It’s a mighty fine show we 
put up " 

He held out a fifty-franc note 

"II ny a pas de frais" repeated the driver with 
invincible emphasis "Ati revoir, monsieti}" and he 
drove away 


The fourth time was the next afternoon at the same 
place Gary stood by the tennis court helplessly, 
hopelessly, knowing that it was impossible to catch the 
only man in Pans who could drive through the Place 
de la Concorde like that, and waiting for the simple 
dejected pleasure of watching a master at his work 
At about four that afternoon the Prince came down 
the Rue Royale from the Madeleine, and Gary addressed 
a white-bearded stranger who stood beside him 
"Do you want to see something ^ Well, keep your 
eye on that cab See that ^ See that ^ Gosh, did you 
see that ^ Isn't that great ^ Look at him Look at 
him Look at that t Say, do you know there's only 
one man m Pans who can get across the Place de la 
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Concorde in seven seconds fiat ^ Well, yonVe certainly 
seen something this time, mister Gee, that guy's got 
technique " 

‘'Pardon, monsieur ^ Je ne park pas Anglais '' 


The fifth time was outside the entrance to the Bois, 
where Gary saw him actually hailed He was hailed 
by a distinguished gentleman who kissed his wife and 
kissed his daughter, and kissed his son, and stooped to 
fondle the head of the black poodle before he entered 
the vehicle and was whirled away, all within fifty yards 
of where Gary stood 

A week had passed, and a great melancholy settled 
down on Gary 

As he sat on that fateful Tuesday, at one of the cafe 
tables outside the "'Bern" in the Champs Elysees, he 
admitted to himself that a week's unsuccessful sleuth- 
ing, and a week's loneliness at that, were getting 
him down He wanted action Besides, he wanted 
Stephanie 

He ransacked his mind for some dashing plan of 
campaign Call on the police and give him in charge 
for beating the lights, and with a description of the 
cab ^ Nuh-uh Catch the Prince out with a chorus 
girl and publish a photograph in the papers ^ For all he 
knew, the Prince never went out with a chorus girl 
Kidnap the guy ^ Nuh-uh Only get him m wrong 
with the police Where was he ^ What he had to do 
was to stop the cab Shoot at his tyres ^ Nuh-uh Too 
obvious Too prearranged What he wanted was 
something big, something that worked, but at the same 
time, something accidental 

Then three things happened 

The first thing was that the Prince's taxi passed on 
the far side of the road, going down to the Place de la 
Concorde, and, a few minutes later, came right past 
where he was sitting on its way up towards the Arc 
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The second thing was the sudden and spectacular 
arrival of M Rcynaud upon the scene M Reynaud, at 
the seat of his Delage, came out of the Rue de Bern at 
a full forty kilometres an hour, and looking apparently 
neither to the nght nor to the left, flashed across the 
six lines of Champs Elysees traffic and pulled up with a 
jerk at the door of his offices across the way 

Nothing happened to M Reynaud, but the effects of 
his passage were truly stimulaBng and remarkable A 
taxi going north spun round three times in its own 
length, and came to rest against the kerb with a badly 
buckled wheel A large private car, also travelling 
north, slewed violently m an effort to avoid the tee- 
totum, and drove a third car, which was running 
parallel with it, to make abrupt and resounding con- 
tact with the rear panel of a taxi which was travelling 
south, it IS true, but had been presenting its rear 
portion to that point of the compass in a violent attempt 
not to travel at all 

For a moment there was almost silence on the 
Avenue Then life resumed its sway M Reynaud, 
who had paused in his doorway to observe these per- 
formances with amusement and contempt, threw away 
the butt of his cigar and went m The taxi with the 
buckled wheel lolloped away in absurd ungaiiilmess 
after disgorging a fashionable lady, who sat down at 
one of the cafe tables and petulantly ordered beer 
The taxi and the private car in the middle of the 
roadway remained where they were for a few moments, 
while their owners flung their arms to heaven and 
exchanged addresses Then chey, too, disentangled 
themselves and, miraculously, considering the noise of 
their impact, proceeded on their way 

The third thing was that the Prince's taxi passed on 
the other side of the road going down to the Place de la 
Concorde 

It was this combmation of events which gave sudden 
birth to the great idea Something big ^ Something 
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that worked ^ Something accidental ^ The Place de la 
Concorde, where every taxi in Pans passed at least 
twenty times a day By Golly, an accident ^ A good 
big one this time Argument ^ Vilifications ’ Visions 
of men with stretchers ^ Reports in the newspaper * 
His Hereditary Highness Prince Paul of Monte Cristo 
— Assassination ^ Well, maybe hardly that The 
elimination of Prince Paul from the marriage stakes ? 
W'ell, maybe hardly that, either, but the end of his taxi 
The end of this darned inactivity An interchange of 
addresses And the arrival of an anxious Stephanie to 
enquire He was going deliberately to smash up the 
Prince's cab 

He rose from the table as casually as possible, trying 
to hide the wicked and thoughtful gleam in his eye He 
paid for his strawberry ice cream It was seven francs 
He waited until well surrounded with nervous pedes- 
trians at the pavement's edge, and hurried across with 
them m short dashes — one island — two islands — three 
islands — the other side He eyed the Delage with a 
speculative eye Then he entered the Monte Cristo 
offices and asked for M Reynaud 

M Reynaud was effusive M Reynaud was politely 
facetious 

''Ah ^ My dear Monsieur Williams’ You are still 
single ^ Tut tut ’ On this so lovely day ^ You have 
found the Princess ^ You have made advances to 
her^" 

"Not yet," said Gary, "but I've found the Prmce " 

‘"Tiens exclaimed M Reynaud "That is a 
beginning You have found him ’ Where 

"Driving a taxi " 

"Oho ’ So he is a chauffeur. His Hereditary High- 
ness He paused and grew solemn "But to be a 
chauffeur one must practise absolute sobriety For 
His Hereditary Highness, that is not so good " M 
Reynaud seemed quite worried at the thought He 
pursed his lips and shook his head "That is not a wise 
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choice of career, that/' said M Reynaud ''You 
have known this long 

"I ]ust saw him drivmg down to the Place de la 
Concorde That's why I want to borrow your 
cai " 

"You wish to borrow my car 

"Just for a couple of hours while I follow him to his 
lair " 

M Reynaud nodded, unconvinced "Just for a 
couple of hours You think it is a suitable cai ^ You 
can drive 

"Oh sure, I can drive " 

"You can drive a Delage 

"What's biting you ^ Say ^ You're well covered 
by insurance, aren't you 

"Oh yes," said M Reynaud "I am well covered 
by insurance It is not that It is only ]ust that " 
He hesitated and made a moue "Very well," said M 
Reynaud "You may have the car . " 

"I may ^ Thanks, partner," said Gary, giippmg 
M Reynaud by the hand, running out of the room and 
clattering down the stairs all in the same motion 

He burst out through the swing-doors, started 
across the wide pavement, vaulted over the door into 
the car and started her up He caught a momentary 
glimpse of M Reynaud's face watching him anxiously 
through the window He waved to him over his 
shoulder and flung himself with determination into a 
gap in the chattering traffic 

Now, driving m Pans is diverting enough if the 
novice remembers that his life depends on giving way 
to everything approaching from the right Once 
master this official rule, and the devotee discoveis that 
it IS ]ust that apparent succession of suicides and assas- 
sins who rush happily out, at right angles, from nariow 
streets, alle5Avays and hidden doorways, without a 
thought of tomorrow, which gives such mflnite charm 
and variety to the shortest journey The lulc of the 
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right IS one of those airy little Gallic rules designed, 
with neat logicality, to kill monotony, time, and the 
incompetent driver in one breath-taking gesture 
And Gary was unaware of it 

At the broad entrance to the Avenue George V he 
was prepared for the avalanche of vehicles which bore 
down upon him with all the impetuous enthusiasm of a 
cavalry charge No doubt the same God who watches 
over drunkards and seamen watches also over Ameri- 
cans By sheer force of character and a rugged 
resolution not to be terrorized by a horde of excitable 
French, Gary broke the rule flagrantly a dozen times 
in as many metres, and, with the squeal of brakes and 
a chorus of imprecations echoing in his ears, and 
vehicles tumbling all about him, sailed in a purposeful 
manner to the other side The man in the Citroen was 
also within his rights A score of yards further on, 
this little pot-bellied person rushed backwards out of 
a private garage, braked to a stop immediately m front 
of Gary and sped away With superhuman footwork 
Gary stopped the Delage m time, but only ]ust 
Immediately there followed a waiter on a bicycle with 
a long loaf under cither arm He whirled out of some 
hidden alley, saw Gary, wheeled too violently, and 
deposited himself, the bicycle and the two loaves, in 
the roadway Gary described a vivid half-circle, and, 
sweating with excitement, rescued him from the jaws 
of death 

The Rond Point of the Champs ^^lysees, since it 
IS a roundabout, proved comparatively easy It was 
negotiated with scarcely more than two dents m the 
offside wing, and a resounding clang which probably 
proceeded from the rear bumper Gritting his teeth, 
Gary disregarded the unfortunate sound and passed 
cautiously down that broad and uninterrupted space 
where the children play and the members of the 
cabinet saunter, and the deserted restaurants stand, 
and which lingers on as so agreeable a reminder of 
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Edwardian Pans Before him opened the magnificent 
death-trap of the Place de la Concoide 

On the very edge of it Gary stopped, pulled his hat 
well down over his eyes in the appioved manner, kept 
the engine running, and waited with a sharp eye on the 
whirling kaleidoscope of cars Old taxis, new taxis, 
ancient limousines, the last woid in impudent roadsters, 
lumbering buses, picposteious cycle-cars, vast chara- 
bancs, more taxis, more taxis, and still more taxis, they 
swirled and eddied, they scuffled and dived and swerved 
with bewildering efficiency 

Suddenly he saw it ^ Away there to the right, com- 
ing svnftly across the Pont do la Concorde from the 
opposite side of the river, was the familiai streamlined 
taxi 

He engaged second gear 

Even at that distance it was unmistakable, as it 
flashed in and out like a living thing, weaving its way 
brilliantly past every other vehicle on the bridge 
Gary sat on, clenching the vfflecl, and racing his engine 
in readiness In anothei moment the taxi vould be 
past the end of the bridge, would be lushing into the 
great open square 

There it was ^ One more second one more second 
Gary felt the blood pumping in his heart Now f P>ang, 
went the clutch Whirr, went the wheels The great 
car zoomed forward m a lithe and lovely bound It 
was the most exhilarating sensation The Prince's 
taxi came on They were within fifty yards Now 
they were closer Thirty yards * Somewhere in that 
mad expanse other cars skidded and twisted out of his 
way, and screamed a protest with their horns Gary 
saw none of them The Prince's taxi was ]ust ahead 
Now for it Now for it ^ He put his foot haid down 

For one thunderous, amazing instant the big bonnet 
of the Delage took sudden wings It seemed to soar 
There was one flash of catastrophic imminence, of a 
. cab window queerly tilted, of the Prince's face in a 
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mask of strain and apprehension, and then — • 
CRASH t f 

The world stood still The noise of the collision 
seemed to dwindle slowly into the silence, with little 
cadences and regretful Imgerings of broken glass 
Then nothing 

His HereAtary Highness Prince Paul of Monte 
Cristo descended from the battered wreck of his cab 
He seemed strangely cool He surveyed the ruins 
The cab sat m the road like a recalcitrant mule with 
both its back wheels splayed out so that the thing 
squatted on its rear axle Then he looked at the 
Delage, with its crumpled bonnet embedded in the 
taxi amidships, while a steady stream of scalding 
water descended firmly on the road and made trickles 
in the dust 

Pie approached Gary, who remained grinning happily 
m his seat, clicked heels, and bowed, with an expres- 
sionless face 

'TIis Hereditary Highness Prince Paul of Monte 
Cristo,’' he announced "'At your service " 

"'Glad to know you," answered Gary "Pm Gary 
Williams ’ ' 

The Prince bowed again 

"I am at your service," he repeated, "at any place 
and time you wish to appoint " 

Gary frowned 

"At my servtce 

"If you would be so good as to inform me of your 
address, my seconds will call upon you in half an hour 
to make arrangements " 

"What do you mean, seconds^" Gary sat up 
suddenly ‘ 'Say l Are you challenging me to a duel ^ ' 

"Certainly!" replied the Prince "I am correct in 
thinking, am I not, that 3/OU caused this contretemps 
deliberately 

"Oh now! Your Hereditary Highness! Don't 
get me wrong!" 
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The Prince pointed with a trembling finger to the 
Pont de la Concorde 

'T was coming from the nght/' said the Prince 
''Sure you were coming from the right ^ We don't 
want to have a war to the knife over that " 

"I must demand, monsier, that honour be satisfied 
"Now, now, Prince, take it easy ^ Just relax " 
"Relax * Relax * I have the honour to inform 
monsieur that he talks like an American cinema " 
"Well, you're making a noise like a French film 
yourself " 

"Am I to understand that you are a coward, 
monsieur ^ ' ' 

"Now, let's talk reasonably about this * You don't 
want to turn a contretemps into an international 
incident How do you say we ]ust exchange 
addresses 

Prince Paul's answer was to depress his lips into a 
disdainful line, and, in a thoroughly surprising and 
unexpected manner, put all his force into a punch to 
Gary's jaw 

The onlookers cheered 

"My God muttered Gary, slowly and menacingly, 
first fingering his chin and then beginning grimly to 
rise from his seat "No guy ever got away with doing 

a thing to me like that " 

"My card, monsieur," said the Prince, insolently 
flourishing the thing under his nose 

Gary stared at it Then he took it Then he stared 
for a long time, speculatively, venomously, at the 
Prince 

"OK said Gary shortly, at last "You'll find 
me at the Ritz " 



PART THREE 




CHAPTER EIGHT 


The arrival of the prince's seconds was punctual- 
ity and punctiliousness itself 

The telephone by his bedside tinkled, and the voice 
of the reception clerk spoke with unaccustomed 
servility 

''His Royal Highness Prince George of Hohenlippe 
and His Excellency the Grand Duke Nicholas to see 
you, sir " 

"'Hell said Gary ''Have them come up " 

They arrived, one a young man m mechanic's 
overalls with the name of a well-known motor-car 
printed in a semicircle across his chest, and the other 
an elderly gentleman with features so fine that their 
distinction was scarcely marred by the fact that he was 
dressed in the uniform of a commissionaire and carried 
an unrolled umbrella Both gentlemen looked grave 
Both gentlemen advanced into the room, clicked heels 
together, and bowed in unison 

"Monsieur Gary Williams It was the elder who 
spoke 

"Now listen, gentlemen," said Gary "J don't 
want " 

"You have your seconds, monsieur^" the older 
spokesman interrupted in sombre tones 

"No," said Gary "I don't know a soul Be- 
sides " 

"It is a formality, monsieur, but a necessary one " 

Gary gave the Anglo-Saxon equivalent of a shrug 

"His Hereditary Highness suggests as a convenient 
meeting-place the rear of the Debussy Memorial at 
midnight ' ' 

"Debussy MemoriaP" 

"A taxi will take you there in ten minutes, or there 

77 
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IS a Metro station at the Avenue Henri Martin, or the 
number thirty-seven omnibus 
''Thanks,’’ said Gary "I’m a stranger in these 
parts myself” 

"The choice of weapons lies with you, monsieur ” 
"Well, what have you got 
"Swords, monsieur, or pistols ” 

"Sharp swords^” 

"Oh yes, monsieur ” 

"Pistols,” said Gary 
''Entendii, monsieur ” 

Gary eased his neck in his collar 
"Say, do I have to go through vith this ^ I mean, 
darn it, all I wanted was an introduction to the 
Prince ” 

"You will obtain that, monsieur, never fear ^ And 
— Cl — if you will forgive me — a white tie, monsieur, and 
tails ” 

‘"Tails ^ Won’t it do if I wear my tuxedo 
The two seconds consulted each other with then 
eyes The younger nodded 
"Gee,” said Gary with a sigh of relief "That’s a 
load off my mmd ” 

At which both gentlemen backed a step, bowed, 
turned and departed 

Gary picked up the telephone 
"Room, service, monsieur^” 

"Listen,” said Gary "I have to fight a duel 
D’you happen to have a couple of good reliable seconds 
in the hotel 

"Hold on a minute, monsieur, if you please ” 

Gary held on 
"Allo^ Allo^’^ 

'Wes?” 

"This affair of honour, monsieur, is at what 
time ?” 

"Around midnight ” 

"I can arrange it, monsieur There are two of the 
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day staff, who, for a consideration — say a hundred 

francs each 

''Surely Gary agreed 

"You wish me to charge this to the account, 
monsieur 

"Well, yes, certainly '' 

"It IS ]ust that I point out, monsieur, that this be- 
comes susceptible to the taxe de luxe, the taxe de sejour, 
the ten per cent for service 

"I get you," said Gary "Thanks Fll pay cash 
Thanks for mentioning it " 

"It IS nothing, monsieur At a quarter to twelve 
"Fine " 

"I will hire you a private car, monsieur It is more 
convenient — just in case — should monsieur wish to be 

wounded, or — or — anything " 

"Swell said Gary, hanging up 


The reception clerk was as good as his word At a 
quarter to twelve Gary said good-bye to his reflection 
m the glass, gave a final twitch to the tuxedo, and went 
down into the hall Two waiters, correctly disguised 
in overcoats, were waiting for him by the swing-door 
"Monsieur Williams 
"Come on, let's go " 

'‘Tris hen, monsieur " 

Outside, a Rolls-Royce lay The commissionaiie 
opened its door for him while the two seconds politely 
squeezed themselves on to the open-air seat beside the 
driver The commissionaire closed the dooi and 
saluted, and hurriedly left for another car ^vhich 
decanted two elderly ladies in opera cloaks returning 
from a symphony concert From his solitary position 
of state Gary waved the signal to proceed, and they 
wallowed away at a dignified and funereal pace 
The Debussy Memorial is that charming rectangle of 
stone on the edge of the Bois which has become the 



8o RESTORATION COMEDY 

haunt of every nursemaid and every perambulator in 
Pans It IS a pleasant thing, inscribed with the first 
bars of Debussy's Apies-midi d’un Faune, and the 
rectangular arrangement of the stone seats and flower- 
beds which surround it is as great a magnet to children 
as the Peter Pan statue in Kensington Gardens Now, 
by moonlight, it stood up in the darkness eerily white, 
casting a sharp-edged shadow across the sleeping 
flowers as if it were set there to be a moon-dial In 
the lee of it two lights twinkled They belonged to the 
Prince’s taxi 

Two dark figures, with ghostly shirt-fronts, detached 
themselves, advanced across a piece of grass, and 
removed their silk hats with becoming gravity 

The two waiters scrambled down, and, with equal 
gravity and remarkable aplomb, removed theirs in 
reply 

From his seat m the back of the car Gary watched 
a whispered conversation At last the four seconds 
removed themselves to a little distance and began 
pacing out distances with their patent-leathered feet 

Then Gary saw a fresh figure join the quartet and 
shake hands solemnly all round When he turned for 
an instant to look up at the moon, Gary noticed, with 
misgiving, that he earned a small black bag The 
doctor ^ 

A further conversation ensued during which the five 
figures could be seen animatedly drawing one another's 
attention to the surrounding objects Here the top 
of a tree There in the distance a great block of flats 
Here the light of the moon coming at this angle 
Finally, it seemed that they were agreed and the party 
split up into three The doctor walked a short distance, 
opened his bag, took an artist's three-legged sketching- 
stool from it, fitted it together with some care, and sat 
down upon it The Prince's two seconds advanced 
upon the Prince's cab The second-floor waiter and 
the assistant cocktail-bar attendant promenaded with 
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portentous dignity towards the Rolls and opened the 
door 

''All set, Monsieur Williams '' 

"Have you decided where to put the grave 
''Pas encore, monsieur ^ Mats A look of 

hunger 

"Speaking of graves,"' nodded Gary "I know 
Here, boys, better grab it while there's life " 

He handed out a one-hundred-franc note to each 
"Merct, monsieur ^ Merct, monsieur 
Gary clambered out of the Rolls while one held the 
door for him and the other politely put a hand under his 
armpit, and walked to meet the enemy 
The enemy was distinctly impressive All three 
were habited in what is known as teune de soiree im- 
peccable, and as they came to meet him he caught 
glimpses of broad silk bands and the other panoply 
of ex-Royalty glinting superbly upon their persons 
The Prince himself was wearing a magnificent black 
cloak with a red-silk lining, fastened at the neck by a 
chain The monocle was in his eye His cigarette- 
holder dangled between his fingers His silk hat 
gleamed, and he came with a curious stiftness as if 
something was the matter with one of his legs 

"Good evening, Monsieur Wilhams," said the 
Prince 

"Good evening, Your Hereditary Highness," replied 
Gary, 

"We have an excellent night for it " 

"The ram seems to be holding off " 

The Prince inclined his head gravely in agreement, 
and turned to the elder of his two friends, the one with 
the white beard and imperial, and said 
"Very well, then, Nicky " 

Then he removed his silk hat and handed it to one 
of his seconds Gary did the same Both hats were 
handed to the doctor, who placed them, in tiara-fashion, 
atop his own, hke the umpire at a cncket match 

F 
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The ex-Grand Duke Nicholas produced a mahogany 
case, which he opened to disclose two unpleasant^ 
looking weapons He handed the box to Gary with a 
bow 

‘The choice of weapons is yours, monsieur '' 

“Do they both have hard centres 
“They are loaded, monsieur “ 

“Fm sorry to hear that,“ said Gary, selecting 
one 

The Prince took the other 

“Now, gentlemen, you will stand back to back, and 
you will wait for the word Tree’ On the word ‘tree’ 
you will start walking On the word ‘tree’ you will 
walk twenty paces, turn, and fire one shot It is 
understood 

“Very lucidly put, my dear Nicky,” said the Prince 
“Monsieur 

“Clear enough to the meanest intelligence,” said 
Gary 

“I am glad, monsieur Now then, you will stand, 
please 

The Prince and Gary stood back to back The 
doctor steadied his hats 
“You arc ready, messieurs 

“One said the ex-Grand Duke Nicholas “Two 
said the ex-Grand Duke Nicholas “Tree 

Gary set forth on his journey, while the ex-Grand 
Duke Nicholas counted “One > Two * Tree ^ Four * 
Five*” The twenty paces seemed interminable 
“Eight * Nine * Ten * Elf * Twelf *” (“Quite a walk *” 
thought Gary) “Fifteen* Sixteen* Seventeen* 
Eighteen* Nineteen*” 

Two shots rang out in quick succession 
There followed one of those pregnant moments while 
the echoes rushed about Pans and then died some- 
where near Passy The two seconds came running 
“You are all right, monsieur 
“Sure* Fm 0 K * How about the Prince 
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'The Pnnce is not touched, monsieur '' 

"Not even winged 

"No, monsieur ^ But alas, monsieur — the 

doctor 

"The doctor 

"He IS wounded, monsieur In the hat, monsieur ^ 
In two places, monsieur '' 

"In two places 

"O^w, monsieur Cest une chose tout i fait remargu- 
able r’ 

"Yeah'' Gary broke into a slow smile "That 
certainly is the darnedest thing " 

He chuckled, and then, observing the Prince's 
approach, quickly composed his face into the pained 
expression suitable to an affair of honour 
The Prince came up to him, still with that peculiar 
stiffness, but with a certain subtle alteration in his gait 
Before, he had marched Now he strolled Never- 
theless, he bowed with a touch of formality 

"I congratulate you, monsieur You are an excellent 
shot " 

"Thank you. Your Hereditary Highness," murmured 
Gary ' 'And likewise ' ' 

The Prince looked sideways for a moment 
"I must thank you, monsieur, for your unerring 
discretion It is strange that we should both have had 
the same idea " 

"Oh, I don't know," Gary said "One had only to 
take a look at that guy sitting there, and it seemed kind 
of obvious, m a way " 

The Prince nodded slowly, many times 
Their hats were returned to them, each neatly 
punctured with a hole 

"At last," announced the Pnnce, in a tone of sur- 
pnse, "I have found an American for whom I enter- 
tain distinct sensations of friendship " 

Gary stared 

"Come to think of it," he declared, "I've discovered 
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a Prince I wouldn't be ashamed to kick in the pants, 
because he seems like a good guy at bottom " 

‘This must be celebrated," said His Hereditary 
Highness solemnly "It is an occasion " 

"You're absolutely right," said Gary 
"May I have the honour of escorting you to my 
cainage 

"It would be a privilege," said Gary, "to accept " 
"Good-bye, gentlemen," said the Prince "And 
thank you for your services Shall we take arms, 
monsieur 

They sauntered arm m arm to the Prince's taxi 
The Prince politely opened the driver's door and 
motioned Gary to slide across into the further seat 
Then he himself mounted into position, gave a shade 
more tilt to his silk hat, tapped his cigarette over the 
side, drew on a pair of gloves, and put the machinery 
m motion They swept down upon the bright 
lights 

"I trust," said Gary, "that Your Highness's back 
axle has recovered 

"I thank you," replied the Prince "It is improved 
Since the insurance company was so kind, I took the 
opportunity to arrange for a higher ratio Ihis after- 
noon I touched a hundred in the Avenue Foch And 
the Delage 

"A total wreck " 

"Tut tut," said the Prince 
"Tut tut IS right," said Gary 
The taxi stopped 

"This," said the Pnnee, "is the Bal Tabarin They 
are naked but beautiful, the girls Have you any 
objection 

"Theoretically, no," said Gary 
"Let us begin " 

The commissionaire stared, stiffened, removed his 
hat with a flourish, and bowed low 
"Good evening, AUesse " 
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‘'Good evening, Jacques 

"If only we had known you were coming, AUesse 
If only you had given us a little warning A thousand 
pardons, AUesse There is no carpet f No awning 
"It IS nothing,'' murmured the Prince forgivingly 
"It IS only for a little while Come, mon vieux " 

The Pnnce led the way and Gary followed, while 
the commissionaire motionlessly presented his parting 
As they emerged into bright lights the manager saw 
them, stiffened, gave rapid instructions, came hurrying 
forward, and made a deep obeisance 
"Your Highness We are deeply honoured " 

"You have a table 

"Naturally, Highness This way, if Your Highness 
would condescend " 

"You have some beautiful girls here this evening 
"Quite ravishing. Your Highness " 

"They are naked 
"Undoubtedly, Highness " 

"Good We will have some champagne and some 
randy " 

"I am deeply sensible. Your Highness " 

Gary whispered "Don't they call you Your Hered- 
itary Highness 

"It is not necessary," said the Prince "We will 
follow this man " 

They followed him as he preceded them backwards, 
down a passage, through a curtain, into a place shaped 
like a theatre, with tables arranged where the stalls 
should be On the stage sixteen indubitably naked 
girls, arranged like the cylinders of a radial aeroplane 
engine, with a large propeller m front, were revolving 
on a gadget 

As Gary and Prince Paul came through the curtains 
the manager made imperative gestures The band 
struck up the National Anthem of Monte Cristo (which 
happened, for some reason, to be set to the same 
melody as the "Red Flag"), the diners rose, and the 
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gadget which was revolving the young ladies came to a 
respectful stop 

The Prince surveyed everything and everybody 
through his monocle Gary stood stifiiy to attention 
So did the manager So did the guests So did the 
sixteen cylinders, some of whom, arrested at the bottom 
of their movement, were growing uncomfortably red in 
the face 

The last notes died away The diners scuffled with 
their chairs The orchestra returned to its imitation of 
an aeroplane in flight The maidens revolved again 
The Prince lelaxed 

'Tt is very cosy,'' approved the Prince “We will 
have some champagne and some brandy " 

Pie made his way across the floor, attended by flve 
waiters When his chair was m the correct position 
and he hovered over it with the tails of his coat pulled 
up, he indicated with a gracious gesture of his hand 
that Gary might sit down, and did the same A bottle 
in a large bucket of ice was brought and set beside them 
A glass of champagne was poured for each, and an egg- 
cupful of brandy added 

‘'We will drink," said the Prince, “to each other 
To you, Monsieur Williams " 

“To you. Your Highness," responded Gary 
“Attendez ^ This ‘Your Highness’ is not necessary 
between friends It will be enough if you call me 
‘sir' " 

“To you, sir, then " 

“It is more cosy so Well, up she goes " 

“Down she goes " 

They drank 

The waiter filled their glasses 
“We will now drink," said Prince Paul, “to France, 
which shelters everybody, and where eveiybody, 
whether prince or porter, Englishman, x\merican or 
what the hell, feels at home To France " 

“I'm with you there," said Gary “To France " 
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They drank 

The waiter filled their glasses 

'"We will now drink/' said the Prince, '"to Oxford, 
which makes gentlemen of us all You were at Oxford, 
I think 

"Say f How in the world did you know that 

"That, what 

"That, 

"That's better, my dear old boy," said the Prince 
generously "I have my spies What college 
"St John's " 

"So was I," said the Prince, raising his glass "The 
dear old Alma Mater " 

"The darned old Alma Mater " 

They drank 

The waiter filled their glasses 

"We will now drink " 

' 'Hey 5 ' ' said Gary "It's my turn ’ ' ' 

The Prince made another generous gesture 
"We drink," said Gary, "to Mother Nature " 
"Mother Nature ^ Whatever for 
"Why not demanded Gary, pugnaciously 
"You're absolutely right," agreed the Prince, more 
than generously "To Mother Nature " 

They drank 

The waiter began the motion of filling up their 
glasses, but a few drops were all that came 
The Prince rose 

"We will have some champagne," the Prince said, 
"and some brandy " 

"Another bottle, AUesse 

"What, here said the Prince, shocked "This is a 
celebration He bowed and crooked an arm to Gary 
"Come We will have some champagne and some brandy " 
"Fine," said Gary, taking his arm "Where do we 
go from here 

"Does it matter^" the Prince demanded m utter 
astonishment, 
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''I begin to get the idea/' said Gary, slowly 'This 
IS acceleiation 

They wavered, arm in arm, through the tables, past 
bowing w^aiters massed on eithei side of the entrance 
like a phalanx, past the scraping manager who produced 
a folded piece of paper on a plate which the Pnnce 
indicted "Paul of Monte Cristo" with a wave of a 
pencil, past the commissionaire standing tremulously, 
hat m one hand, door of the taxi in the other They 
climbed aboard the taxi and zigzagged about three 
hundred yards to a small decorated doorway which 
bore the superscription ''Chez Us Nudistes'' 

"We will have some champagne," said the Prince, 
"and some biandy " 

This time there was no commissionaire, but the deeply 
respectful manager of the place himself sprayed them 
with "AUesse:^'\ arranged for the Monte Cristo National 
Anthem, and gave them a table at the feet of a young 
woman who answered the description m every par- 
ticular, and was slowly going through some sort of 
motions with a hoop They brought a bucket of 
champagne and a golden bottle 

"We will drink," said the Pnnce, with a sudden 
impulse, "to the United States of America " 

"Fine said Gary, with rugged patriotism 
"Just a minute, ]us' a minute," said the Prince "We 
should stand for this, I think Please rise " 

"You're dead right there, Prince," Gary told him 
grimly "Shall we smash glasses 

"Certainly, certainly," agreed the Pnnce "The 
United States of America 
"The United States of America 
They drank and hurled their glasses on the floor, 
where they shivered to a thousand fragments One or 
two of the other merrymakers rose and craned their necks 
"We will have some champagne and some brandy " 
"This time," said Gary, "well make it Monte 
^ Crishto " 
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'Thas a very-good-idea,'' said the Pnnce 
'"After all/' Gary argued, '"we must be fair " 
"'Cernly/' agreed the Prince "'We must be fair 
Scrupulously fair " 

"That's exactly what I said Shall we put one foot 
on the table 

"No, no,'’ said the Pnnce ''Two feet 
"Let's get this straight," urged Gary "'I have no 
wish to insult your country, but don't you think that 
might be rather uncomfortable 
"Very well," admitted the Prince graciously "One 
foot It IS more cosy so " 

"I believe you're right, Prince " 

Gary stood up and put one foot on the table 
The Pnnce did the same 
"Monte Cnsto >" 

"Monte Cnsto 

They drank, and dashed their goblets to the ground 
"We will have some champagne," said Gary, "and 
some brandy " 

"By all means" The Prince looked round and 
addressed the manager loudly "Waiter ^ Some fresh 
glasses " 

"It is a privilege, Altesse " 

"'And take away that girl She displeases me " 

"'But, Altesse 

"Bad teeth," said Gary 

"Terrible," agreed the Prince "Have you no 
jugglers here 

"Oh yes, your Highness " 

"You will bring me some jugglers, please I wish 
for some ^Axellen' juggling We will now drink — 
whash'll we drink to 

"S'your turn, sir altesse " 

"No, no, ’s' yours " 

"Pardon me " 

"Very well, my friend, if you insist To the Revo- 
lution /" 
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Gary thought hard about this 
''What revolution 
''The revolution 

"Oh/' said Gary, as if a light dawned, "you mean 
that revolution " 

"Cernly Had you any other revolution in mind 
"No, no, Prince, it's the same revolution Bet you a 
dollar you can’t hit the ball on top of that billiard cue ’’ 
"I’ll take you The Revolution 
"Up the rebeh 

"Down with all dirty democrats 
They drank 
"One — ^two — three 

Two empty champagne glasses huitled across the 
stage to the top of a p5n:amidal construction which a 
Japanese gentleman m a lom-cloth was balancing on his 
nose Both missed 

"Hurrah said the Prince, picking up a roll 
"Gentlemen ^ Gentlemen ^ AUesse 
"Oh, there you are^" exclaimed the Prince "Fve 
been looking for you Fresh glasses ’’ 

"AUesse ^ I entieat you, AUesse 
"What this place wants," announced Gary, ^ ' ’s music * ’ ’ 
"I absoluly and entirely agree with you, my dear 
fellow," said Prince Paul generously "Le’s go some- 
wheie else " 

He picked up the bottle and put it under his left arm, 
and began to beat, with his right, a few preliminary 
bars Then they struck up, simultaneously but m 
different keys, the Monte Cristo National Anthem 
The manager, torn between fears for the respecta- 
bility of his establishment and the respect due to a 
visiting monarch, stood smartly to attention, and made 
signs at the trouser-seam with his hands for the audience 
to rise One by one they did so 

With their heads together like a glee party, Gary and 
the Prince sang solemnly through the verse part in 
ternfymg disharmony, and then upon a common 
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impulse began marking time with their feet, wheeled 
to the right, and marched after each other with 
concentrated solemnity into the cold night air 

'"Are you tight yet^'' enquired the Prince solici- 
tously 

Gary examined his sensations for a moment 
''No,’' he said "But I could give a swell imitation " 
'' Allans exclaimed the Prince "We will have 

some champagne and some brandy " 

"Fine agreed Gary heartily "Fine and dandy f 
Where do we go from here 
''U Apache,'' said the Prince 
"Shall we get played m with the National Anthem 
"We shall ins%st upon it " 

"Let's pull that gag all night It's a great gag " 
"You're telling me," said the Pnnce 
This made Gary laugh immoderately He slapped 
his knee and pointed to the Prince with delighted 
appreciation "I bet you get an awful kick out of 
being a prince " 

"I do not have much time for it Montez, montez, 
mon vieux I think I am becoming sober " 

"That's losing your grip, old war-horse," Gary said, 
getting in "You've got the bottle " 

"That is true We will have some champagne " 

He held it to his lips, gulped some of it down, and 
passed it politely to Gary while he clambered aboard 
and took hold of the controls Gary finished it and 
said "Do I throw it away 

"No, no," said Prince Paul "There is a policeman 
at the corner " 

"You mean throw it at him 
"Might I suggest a formal presentation 
"Prince," announced Gary in tones of admiration, "I 
like you ^ You're a grand guy ^ Psst ^ Oi 

The Prince slowed to a crawl, and Gary beckoned 
imperiously to the gendarme 

"Monsieur said the gendarme, approachmg 
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Gary produced the bottle as pompously as he could 
‘‘Speaking on behalf of the distinguished citizens of 
Monte Cristo, and acting on the instructions of His 
Hercditaiy Highness Prince Paul, it is my privilege and 
my duty/' said Gary, “to hand you the lemon " He 
added, out of the corner of his mouth “How about the 
National Anthem 

''Sifflez, sifflez, les cornels “ began the Prince, 
and Gary joined in, with patriotic fervour But the 
policeman was not one of those people who stood 
stiffly to attention He raised the champagne bottle 
m a minatory manner above his head Still singing 
with respectful countenances the two monarchists 
jerked m their seats as the new back- axle ratio whisked 
them away only in the nick of time 

“/a V Apache'' announced Prince Paul, mounting 
the pavement and braking with spectacular abrupt- 
ness 

This time theie was a commissionaire He jumped 
back on to both feet and saluted in a military manner 
“You leave this one to me “ Gary nodded at the 
Prince, put one finger to his nose, and entered alone 
“Oh—er -good evening “ 

“Good evening, sair ^ A table for one 
“Well, no Asamarrerofac,“ whispered Gary confi- 
dentially, “his -~er -His Hererary Highness Prince 
Paul of Monte Cristo wishes to pay a little visit Jus' 
a little visit His Highness would like a bottle of 
champagne, some brandy, and — er — your fellows might 
see to it that the National Anthem is played as he 
enters His Highness is rather insistent upon all that 
sort of thing “ 

“Of course, of course, Excellency’" the manager 
assured him, rubbing his hands 
“Make a job of it," said Gary, “there'sh a good 
fellow," and he moved, with a most unexpected but 
momentary loss of balance, m what was intended to be 
a stately progress towards the door Already the 
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sounds of tmkly French dance music had given place 
m the nether regions of the building to a swelling, 
compelling chord 

"'All IS in readiness, Highness,'' he murmured 
confidentially, and was astounded to notice that the 
Prince also made a small gyroscopic motion with his 
body as he set foot to ground It was only momentary, 
too Together they passed with fair dignity through 
the entrance hall, and came out at the head of a flight 
of rickety wooden steps which descended to the 
artificial caverns below The clients were already 
standing looking up, and at once the band blared into 
the opening phrases of the Monte Cristo signature tune 
Somewhat unsteadily the Prince and Gary, each with a 
hand Napoleomcally placed in his coat front, stood 
making faces as nearly as possible hke the faces of 
dictators 

'Xet 'em have it," said Gary, out of the corner of his 
mouth 

The Prince took a deep breath, Gary took another 
Suddenly their voices boomed out in solemn diapason 
The effect was peculiar, especially when they began to 
embroider their performances with the passionate 
gestures of a German bass and an Italian tenor respec- 
tively When it came to the part about '‘Sifflez, 
sifflez, les comets' \ Gary could endure the strain no 
longer With an explosive sound he made a last 
apoplectic attempt to restrain his mirth and then 
abandoned the attempt as impossible 
‘'Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha roared Gary 
"Whoops cried the Prince "Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho 
"He, he, he, he Gary echoed 
The band played on, after a doubtful trip The 
effect of shock produced m the faces of the diners-out 
was indescribable 

"Gosh, I can't bear it ^ Hoo, hoo, hoo, hoo said 
Gary, weeping uncontrollably 

For a little while they cned on each other's shoulders 
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"We will have some champagne," the Prince said 
"It IS the night an, it is not good for us " He took 
Gary by the aimpit and said "We mus’ be dignified 
Let us attempt the descent 

"You’re absolulululy n’ ' ” agreed Gary ‘ 'Dignary ' ’ ’ 
With portentous solemnity they stumbled, as m a 
thiee-legged lacc, down the steps When they were 
half way, Gary began to sing again, beating time with 
his free hand to a posse of waiters arranged on either 
side of the stairs They flopped with immense relief 
at either side of a table 

"My friend,” said the Prince, "we arc very drunk ” 
"Biandy commanded Gary, waving his hand 
"Champagne i” 

"Let us drink,” said the Piince, "to the Restoration ” 
"The Restoration agreed Gary with vague enthu- 
siasm 

They drank 
"W-what restoration 

"Oh, didn’ you knoui) said the Prince in the greatest 
possible surprise 
"No,” said Gaiy 

"Mine I” declared the Prince "Funniest thing I 
ever heard of ’ ' 

"Your what asked Gary, puzzled 
"You’ll laugh like anything when I tell you,” said 
the Prince "My restoration i” 

He leaned back and waited for Gary to see the joke, 
his eyebrows raised in delighted anticipation 

“Your restoration stuttered Gary, his mouth half- 
open as the hilarious possibilities of the idea became 
slowly clear 

"Ha said the Prince 
"Ha, ha said Gary 
"Ha, ha, ha, ha said the Prmce 
"Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha'” cried the Prince and 
Gary together, giving way to it with the greatest possible 
uproanousness and appreciation 
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"'I knew you’d laugh when I told you/’ cried the 
Prince, gasping for breath ''It’s the funniest damn’ 

thing, the funniest damn’ thing, the funniest ” 

''Your restoration spluttered Gary, holding his 
sides "Ho, ho, ho, ho * Ha, ha, ha, ha ” 

"I’m going to sit on the throne again 
"Don't f'' said Gary "Don't ^ It hurts He 
clutched the stitch m his side while he fought for 
breath and then went into further paroxysms 

The Prince waited for him to finish with good- 
tempered benevolence "Lissen said the Prince 
"Lisseno man He beckoned unsteadily "Put your 
head here I’m going to tell you a sta’ secret ” 

"Sta’ secret 
"Sta’ secret ” 

"Jus’ a minute,” said Gary "I’ll come closer ” He 
shuffled his chair along "Is that close enough 
"Closer >” said the Prince 
"Closer still 
"Closer” 

"How’s’at>” 

"That’s very good Now,” said the Prince "Sta’ 
secret See ^ Mustn’ tell to a living soul ” 

"Sta’ secret,” said Gary "Goo’ as gold ” 

"Platinum f" corrected the Prince 
"All n’,” agreed Gary "Platinum ” 

"Is tha’ the mos’ ’pensive metal 
"I don’ know ” 

"Waiter ^ Which is the mos’ ’pensive metal 
"Radium, Altesse 
"Is that a metal 

"Who cares,” said Gary recklessly "Radium ” 
"Radium agreed the Prince "Now is that qui’ 
understood 
"Absolululy ” 

"Very well then I’m-going-to-marry-a-cousin-of- 
mine-by-divorce ” 

"Nof" 
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“Yes' And we’re going to have a revolution See ^ 
We’re going to wipe ou’ all the dirry-little democrats 
Afterwards, we’re going to sit on the throne together ” 
“Goo’ Lord ’’’ said Gaiy 
‘ ‘But I don’t love her 
“No ?’’ 

“No I love her ’’ The Prince fumbled in several of 
his pockets and brought out, with difficulty, a rather 
crumpled photograph of a saucy young lady with black 
hair, lying on a couch, with no clothes on, and one foot 
m the air, and waved it under Gary’s nose 

“Tha’s a marvellous girl'’’ exclaimed Gary, deeply 
impressed 

“Isn’t she a marvellous girl ?’’ 

“She’s marvellous ’’ Gary agreed 
“Kiki,” said the Prince “When I am on my throne 
I shall arrange for a petite morganahqtie ’’ 

“Can you do that 

“Do anything ' You,” said the Prince, “shall be my 
Grand Vizier ’’ 

“Wazzat ?’’ 

“ Show you Waiter ' ’ ’ 

“Altesse ?’’ 

“Bring me a large knife The very larges’ knife-in- 
a-place A long, curly, carving knife ’’ 

“Tris hen, Altesse ” 

“Now,’’ said the Prince “Kneel down, please ’’ 
“Will it hurt Gary asked 

“Sometimes,’’ said the Prince, “it’s a little dangerous 
for the ears Otherwise’s all right ’’ He took a large 
carving-knife which the waiter handed him and 
flounshed it “You will kneel, please 
“On floor 

“Cer’nly,” said the Prince “What is your name ?’’ 
Gary knell 

“Williams,’’ he said “Gary Williams ’’ 

“Thass very good,’’ said the Prince “On both 
knees, please It is moie cosy 
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'Tike this 

"Mind that left ear/' said the Prince "/ kmght you 
Grand V%z%er, Gary Wtlhams, of the Prinapahly of 
Monte Crzstof'' He brought the knife down with 
wavering caution on Gary's shoulder "It is not 
bleeding 
"No, no " 

"You can rise, Sir Gary " 

"Do I get up now 

"If you can," said the Prince "Otherwise's not 
important " 

"Always rise," announced Gary, "in the presence of 
Royalty " 

He rose, with the assistance of two waiters 
"Quite righ'," said the Prince "You are on our 
side 

"Goo' Lord, no said Gary "I'm a spy " 

"I'm deligh'ed to make your acquaintance," said the 
Prince cordially 

"You see. I'm m love with the Princess Steph 
The Prince's eyes opened with surprise, one after the 
other 

"With Her Hereriary Highness, Princess Stephanie 
of Monte Cristo 
"I think she's swell 

The Prince exploded into peals of merriment Gary 
stared at him uncertainly 
"Hey J Whasso funny 

It was a long time before the Prince could reply He 
pointed at Gary He flapped his hands He whooped, 
as m whooping-cough 

"Cosy managed the Prince at last, between 
breathless spells "When you're Gran' vizier — arrange 
little morganaUque " 

The notion appealed to Gary forcefully After one 
delighted instant of revelation he threw back his head 
and bellowed 

"Ha, ha said Gary "Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ’’ 

G 



gS RESTORATION COMEDY 

The Prince became suspicious “Is there a — ^isera 
]oke somewhere 

"Ha I ” said Gary "Ha, ha I Not going — ^ha, ha i Not 
going a he Gran’ vizier 

The Prince took several deep breaths in preparation 
for a fresh outburst "Not going a be 

"No I Ha, ha i Ha, ha ' I’m going a stop the relation ’’ 

The Prince almost fell out of his seat with delight 

“Horn he demanded enthusiastically "How ?’’ 

"Being paid '’’ Gary said between bouts of inarticu- 
lateness “Being paid — ^ha, ha ' — a hundred a week to — 
to — to many the Princess Steph i Can you beat that ?’’ 

"No said the Prince "No, ho, ho, ho l Hoo, don’t 
make me laugh i Hoo, hoo, hoo, hoo, hoo ' By old 
Reynaud 

Gary did his best to reply He took his head in 
his hands He leaned back in his chair He flapped 
with his hands He thumped his chest “Yes!” he 
wheezed 

It was the Prince’s turn He crowed Gary 
distinctly remembered that he crowed That was 
almost the last thing Gary did remember The place 
went round Not regularly round, but round with a 
dip in the middle, so that it possessed a curiously 
wobbling motion, like a swashplate He had a 
bewildered recollection that the Prince had said that 
they must find Cousin Stephanie immediately, and that, 
supporting each other about the neck and chirruping 
like crickets, they had tottered through whirling, 
flashing, intermittent lights to the foot of the staircase, 
that they had toiled unendingly up interminable see- 
sawing, yawing steps, and that by cleverly synchro- 
nizing their own motions -with the motions of the hall, 
they had emerged safely into an unexpectedly sunlit 
street He was quite certain that their intention had 
been to find Stephanie immediately The Prince knew 
a place He kept waving a finger in the air and tapping 
his nose and saying that he knew a place He 
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approached the taxi door, not the driver’s door, but 
the door into the body of the cab Gary felt pretty 
positive about that 

''We find Cousin Stephanie immedialy,” said the 
Prince "I know a place 

He opened the door of his cab with an unnecessarily 
sweeping flourish, ushered Gary inside, paused to give 
directions as to how to find this place to the non- 
existent driver, climbed elaborately up the two steps 
into the cab, closed the door, and sat down beside 
Gary on the seat 

Somehow or other Gary remembered this happening 
before he went to sleep And yet there was a doubt in 
his mind, because when he woke up it was to find him- 
self in bed at the Ritz The only souvenir which 
remained of last night was an envelope beside him on 
the pillow addressed in flowing script "The Grand 
Vizier" He opened it and found a card, a largish 
card, printed in these terms 

Mademoiselle Stephanie Dubois 
Legons de chansons 
I4&^s Rue de la Bodtie, 

Pans 8 

He did not like to enquire too closely into the 
meaning of these things, because at that a moment a 
key turned in his door, and the door opened He 
feigned sleep, and the second-floor waiter, who had been 
his second, entered with an ice-pack and placed it on 
his forehead 

"Ice, monsieur," said the invaluable fellow "For 
one who has been wounded in a duel " 




PART FOUR 





CHAPTER NINE 


The rue de la bo^tie proved to be one of those 
surprisingly broad, unsuspected, but at the same time 
indisputable thoroughfares, the knowledge of whose 
existence is cherished entirely by Frenchmen 

It led from a point quite close behind the Lido 
Arcade, where the young lady in maillot de bam still 
demonstrated the exerciser in the sports shop It 
ran northward from this place into those undiscovered 
regions where no Englishman has ever set foot, and it 
was composed almost exclusively of furniture shops, 
tapestry shops, lampshade shops, statuary shops, and 
shops where they sold lavatory fittings, regularly 
spaced between the dark, sombre doorways into office 
courtyards 

It was through one of these doorways that Gary 
found his way, between tall doors of that poisonous- 
looking wood which grows nowhere on earth except 
m French doorways, and a dark passage with a lighted 
window m it through which a man m shirt-sleeves 
could be seen asleep Beyond lay a courtyard piled 
high with lit windows, filled with the racket and the 
reek of cooking and the clatter of typewriters Gary 
wandered around forlornly in this roofless cavern and 
then came upon a staircase going up This bore upon 
its wall, besides elaborate regulations for the behaviour 
of its inhabitants in case of fire, the numbers ‘T2-32'' 
The staircase was broad, vast and dingy, and had an 
iron rail There was a lift in the middle of it, but that, 
as is the custom with French lifts, showed only the 
loop of a steel rope and an irregular piece of cardboard 
dangling from the handle of the gate bearing the word 
''Reparations'' Gary bounded up The door was on 
the seventh floor, and bore two faded visitmg-cards in 
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tarnished brass frames One read ''Mademoiselle 
Lestrangc’', the other ' Mademoiselle Dubois'' Gary 
removed his hat, licked his lips, rung the bell and waited, 
wiping his feet on an imaginary doormat 

Presently the door was opened a crack, and a narrow 
vertical section of rather a distinguished woman be- 
came visible, with white haii, a species of tea-gown, and 
some embroidery in her hand 
"Er --or — Mademoiselle Dubois 
''Voiis avez iin rendezvous, momteur 
"No, no^" said Gary, backing a step "Nothing 
like that " 

"You have an appointment, young man 
"Oh," said Gary "Oh, I see what you mean No, 
not exactly, but Pd like to make an enquiry about 

some -er — about some - - er ' ' 

"Vacuum cleaners 

"Now, sister ^ Do I look like one of those cleaner 
guys 

"Exactly, monsieur " 

"OK, sister I asked for it" He leaned con- 
fidentially "What I really want is singing lessons " 

"I am the Grand Duchess Eulalie of Monte Cristo," 
said the lady '‘Entrez, monszeur " 

"Gosh>" said Gary, dropping his jaw "Gee, Pm 
terribly sorry, 5mur- -your — er 
"Grace" 

"Your Grace But honestly — I mean Pm one of 
these impulsive guys — I mean I wouldn't have called 
you 'sister' 

"I find it very anti-snob," said the lady "Will you 
come this way 

"Yeah," said Gary nervously, fingering his hat "I 
guess it does have a kind of neighbourly sound, but all 

the same " 

"Will you sit down, please 

"Thanks, Your Grace," said Gary, sitting stiffly on 
the edge of the chair 
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They were m one half of a double room, of which the 
other half was divided off by double-folding doors 
From the further side of these came the firm notes of 
a piano playing insistent chords, and a small voice 
climbing up arpeggios, a semitone at a time 
The Grand Duchess seated herself on the edge of a 
chair at the furthest possible distance from Gary and 
went on with her embroidery 

Gary twiddled his hat uneasily and looked about 
him with his eyes without moving his face Shabby 
genteel His lips pursed into a soundless whistle 
Half a dozen round walnut chairs, four of them covered 
in black horsehair, the other two in the sort of embroid- 
ery the Grand Duchess was working A threadbare 
carpet A table in the centre, of the round, French 
Victorian variety, bearing a carafe of water stoppered 
by a tumbler Black marks on the walls where the 
radiator stood Over all the curiously desolate air 
which is produced by the sound of vocal exercises in 
the morning 

For twenty minutes Gary and the Grand Duchess 
sat The Grand Duchess thrust and pulled with her 
needle Gary whistled silent arpeggios, threw glances 
at the Grand Duchess, made an elaborate examination 
of the foreshortened view of his ankles from a point 
somewhere between his knees, and waited 

The arpeggios ceased The lid of the piano descended 
with a slap of finality Something happened to Gary's 
pulse On the other side of the door a window opened 
Then the door-handle began to tremble and to make 
perceptible but insufficient arcs, as if a very small child 
were reaching for it At length the door opened and 
a very small child came out It was a small boy of 
about six, at once dignified and made ridiculous by 
large spectacles, a beret, a studious expression, short 
socks, and a music-case of rich light leather with the 
initials B F This infant removed his beret, bobbed to 
the Grand Duchess in something nearly approximating 
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to a curtsey, looked at Gary without interest, made an 
unfortunate noise, and withdrew A moment later 
the door opened widely and Stephanie was there 

She was wearing a woollen jumper and a nondescript 
skirt, and as Gary stumbled awkwardly to his great 
height she stopped abruptly and said ' ' Oh ^ ' 

The Grand Duchess went on with her work 
“Why — er — ^hello said Gary, with a swallow 

The Princess Stephanie glanced at her aunt 
“You — wished to see me, monsieur 
“That's right," said Gary “You see — I — happened 
to be alone in Pans — with — cr -time — lime heavy on 
my hands — so I thought to myself, 'Maybe some 
singing lessons ' " 

“I see," said Stephanie “You have been trained 
“Well, no," Gary admitted “Not exactly Pm 
just naturally attracted, I guess " 

“And you weie recommended by somebody 
“Sure Prince Paul " 

“Paul!" 

“Yeah He spoke very highly of you — ci — Miss 
Dubois " 

“You know him 

“We're like that," Gary said, exhibiting two inter- 
twined hngers 

She received this intelligence with a nod of under- 
standing 

“My lessons are forty- five fiancs an hour " 

Gary looked at his watch 

“Well," he said suggestively, “it's a quarter of 
twelve ' ' 

She turned on her heels, went back into the music 
room with a smile 

Gary hesitated He appealed to the Grand Duchess 
“Do I go m now^" 

“We may as well," said the Giand Duchess, rising 

Gary's face did not hide his dismay 

“Oh — er — I don't want to disturb you, Your Giace " 
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'1 am tremendously chaperone/' replied the Grand 
Duchess haughtily 

She went towards the door, and after a moment's 
delay he rushed to hold it open for her with a not 
altogether successful attempt at the formality appro- 
priate in Court circles 

The Grand Duchess took up her position by one of 
the windows and was soon busily at work The 
Princess Stephanie opened the piano and sat down 
Gary hesitated m the doorway and then closed the 
door behind him, and came forward on tiptoe 
The Princess struck a chord 
'*Sing she said 
Gary shuffled with his feet 

"'I — er — I'm one of these nervous guys," he ex- 
plained "Do I have to lift up my voice m — er" — 
he indicated the Grand Duchess " — in public 

"Young man," said the Grand Duchess severely, 
"although Her Hereditary Highness is incognito, I 
am here to ensure that the respect due to Royalty is 
maintained You will do as Mademoiselle Dubois 
directs " 

Gary raised his eyebrows 

"Oh,' ' he said "I'm sorry — ^Your Grace 

The Duchess nodded 

''Ah'' said Stephanie, striking the chord again 
Gary swallowed 
"Ahr he sang 

The Princess played a different chord 
"il^,"sang Gary 
The Princess struck again 
"Still ]ust ahy 
The Princess nodded 
A, "Gary sang 

The Princess played another chord 
Gary made a face 

"Gosh darn it, doesn't a fellow get a chance to say 
anything but 'ah' around this place 
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The Princess smiled and allowed her hands to slide 
from the keyboard 

"'You must try/’ she explained patiently, “to make 
it more from the diaphragm ” 

''Say^” exclaimed Gary coyly '‘YTat does a girl 
like you know about diaphragms 

The Duchess put down her embroidery 
“AhJ' sang Gary hastily 

''Louder/’ said the Pimccss, playing the chord 
again 

‘'Ah/' sang Gary, letting himself go to the sound 
"That IS belter,’’ said Stephanie "Dut it must 
still come more from here ’’ 

She indicated the centre of her person in a modest 
way, which appealed irresistibly to one of those amoious 
guys 

Gary swallowed again 

"How would it be,’’ he suggested, "if I wcie to stand 
over there ^ ’ ’ 

He went over to the fireplaee and stood with his back 
to it, wearing a suspiciously guilekss expression 

For a moment she looked piiz/kd, and then, dis- 
missing her suspicions, stiuek another chord 
"We will try the scale,’’ she sugge sted 
"Do I stait at tlie top and work down to the bottom 
"You start at the bottom and work up to the top ’’ 
"0 K ,’’ said Gary, taking a deep bieath “Ah, 
ah, ah, ah '' — his hand behind his back was feeling for 
the bell — “ah, ah, ah ’’ 

"Again,” said the Princess "More quickly ” 

“AJ^, ah, ah," sang Gary dutifully, “ah, ah, ah, 
ah, AH^" A bell resounded through the place 
The Duchess looked up sharply Gary became 
interested in the ceiling 

The Princess went a semitone higher 
“Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah," sang Gary The bell pealed again 
The Princess mounted another semitone This time 
the bell was insistent 
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The Grand Duchess put down her work, rose, and 
went across to the door Gary bounded to open it for 
her She thanked him with a nod and swept out He 
closed it rapidly behind her 
"'Steph J'' said Gary urgently 'TVe got to talk to 
you alone 5"' 

Stephanie played another chord 
''AhJ' bellowed Gary for the benefit of the Grand 
Duchess '‘1 don't care if you are a Princess f I must 
see you ^ Lunch with me ^ Tea with me ^ Come 
for a walk with me 

She played a chord '"How did you find me here 
Gary smiled “Tm one of these persistent guys 
Ahr’ 

The Grand Duchess re-entered 
“A most extraordinary thing," she muttered 
'There was nobody there " 

"Maybe," said Gary, moving over towards the fire- 
place, "whoever it is will be back " 

Stephanie looked at Gary sharply, and received a 
look of perfect innocence in reply The bell rang 
again 

"You were quite rights" exclaimed the Grand 
Duchess 

"Allow me to go. Your Grace," Gary begged politely, 
"or would that interrupt the lesson 

He moved away from the bell, and the Grand 
Duchess's eye fell upon it immediately with an ex- 
pressionless stare, and lingered 
"Oh, would you exclaimed the Grand Duchess 
gratefully "That would be so kind " 

Stephanie hid her face 

Gaiy arched his back and buttoned his coat with 
exasperation 

"It'd be a pleasure f" he declared grimly, marching 
out ridiculously with the Grand Duchess’s eye upon 
him He arrived on the empty landing, grinned 
sheepishly at it, and scratched his cheek* 
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''UrtcJia^'' he exclaimed with sudden vehemence 
"'Get away from there, will you, or Til kick the seat 
off your pants 

He grov/led with convincing ferocity and then, 
smiling to himself and dusting his hands m satisfaction, 
he altered the set of his coat about his shoulders and 
went back to face two blank pairs of eyes 

''Couple of kids,"' he announced "I got rid of 'cm " 
I le gathered the last shreds of his dignity about him 
and moved over to his position by the fireplace The 
Grand Duchess and Her llcicditary Highness Princess 
Stephanie exchanged glances 

"Let us try ee/' said Stephanie, stiikmg a chord 
"Just ee 
'‘Just ee " 

''Ee/’ Gary sang 
The bell rang 

Gaiy shifted uncomfortably The Duchess calmly 
went on with her cmbroideiy Stephanie struck 
another choid 

The bell rang again 
"Ee/’ sang Gaiy 

The bell rang passionately and insistently 
The Grand Duchess staled haul at Gary Stephanie 
stared hard too Gary ostentatiously put his hands m 
his pockets 

The bell went on iinging Gary began to vhistle, 
and, suddenly icmcmbeiing vvhere he was, stopped 
Stephanie turned Gaiy moved away, and the Grand 
Duchess's eye fell once more balefully upon the bell, 
which continued to ring for a few seconds, and then 
ceased 

"Well said the Grand Duchess "Stephanie, my 
dear, what are you thinking about 

"I am sorry," said Stephanie, striking another 
chord 

"Ee/’ sang Gary, as romantically as possible, con- 
sidering the circumstances 
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III 


''A scale/' said Stephanie 
''Ee, ee, ee, ee, ee, ee^ sang Gary 
The bell rang, not continuously this time, but in 
impatient intermittent appeals Stephanie suddenly 
broke off from her playing The Grand Duchess stared 
at the offending bell-push as if hypnotized 
'Til get it," said Gary, going once more towards the 
door 

This time he found a pale young man m spectacles, 
who bowed with servility, and, at the same time, with 
some offensiveness He pulled a large sheet of paper 
out of an attache-case and handed it to Gary with a 
great deal of voluble explanation in French Gary had 
seen French bills before, with their sevens crossed like 
f 's, and their spidery writing, and their orderly presen- 
tation of astronomical sums 
"Yeah Yeah I know," said Gary, interrupting 
the flow of logical and neatly reasoned expostulations 
"You're the guy who's introduced at the psychological 
moment, to make it quite clear that the family need 
something to uset or money " 

"Monsieur queried the man, suddenly baffled 
"You want the rent," said Gary 

om exclaimed the clerk, beaming through 
his glasses with delight and understanding "I too have 
been to the Biograph I speak the American You pay, 
or outa you go * Hotsy totsy 

"That's a swell Park Avenue accent you've got 
there," said Gary "I pay and outa you go " 

"You pay ^ Aha," said the clerk, becoming 
suddenly human ''Elle est johe, eh ^ Cette peUte am%e 
la f Oho f Je comprends " 

"I don't know what you're saying," said Gary, "but 
I know a dirty look when I see one " He did an in- 
stantaneous sum m his head and pulled out twenty 
pounds, wrote something on the bill and handed it 
over "Now beat it, hotsy totsy 

hen Okey dokey," said the clerk genially, 
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bowing, sweatini^ \/ith pallid if \icarioiis sexual 
gratification, and trotting down the stairs 

Gary shoved his hands in his trouser pockets and 
strode back into the room 

‘'More of these damned kids,'' he announced “I 
fixed 'em Are we still on 

“0," said Stephanie, striking a chord 
‘'No," said Gary, ‘‘not O I feel more interested in U " 
“That IS very neat," observed the Grand Duchess 
approvingly, putting down her work 

“Glad you liked it, ma'am I'm one of these natural 
wiseci ackers " 

“You have a wit, monsieur I am much interested 
m young men with wit " 

“Say, that's great ’ I can see you and I are going to 
string along " 

“How deliciously cowboy," said the Grand Duchess 
“It is so refreshing to us who are used to the effete 
mannerisms of the European Courts You may call me 
‘Duchess' " 

“Thanks," said Gary ‘'d hanks. Duchess Mind 
you, I can be as cliete as the next guy when I'm in the 
mood " He looked at her with the greatest possible 
gallantry 

“My dear boy’" exclaimed the Grand Duchess 
“This is absolutely courtier ’ You must come and see 
us socially " 

“That's darned nice of you," said Gary 
“Um — my niece, the Princess, has instructed me to 
say that she would be pleased if you would afford her the 
pleasure of your company on the night of the seventeenth 
White ties and decorations will be worn " 

“Sister," said Gary, pressing his advantage, “I 
should be tickled to death " 

The Grand Duchess was vastly amused at this She 
chortled with laughter 

“Oh dear," said the Duchess, wiping her eyes, “you 
are so beautifully Yankee " 
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''Shall we begin again with interrupted 

Stephanie, playing a chord 
"Just a minute/' said Gary "Where do I present 
myself 

"Oh, here," the Duchess told him "We have no 
other home, you know We cannot possibly afford a 
proper residence and an ateher So many of us ex- 
Royalty are so very impoverished Still, I suppose we 
are picturesque, you know Sometimes I feel com- 
pletely Ruritanian " 

"I see what you mean," said Gary seriously 
"ilA," pleaded Stephanie "Please ah Try to 
make it come from the diaphragm " 

"Diaphragm nothing J" cried Gary, gazing at the 
Duchess "I do my chest notes from the heart " 
Whereat Stephanie blushed, and the Grand Duchess 
went on with her embroidery with much of the ex- 
pression of a cat which is stroked 



CHAPTER TEN 


There was something remarkably blithe about 
the streets of Pans at one o'clock that afternoon 

As Gary came down the staircase whose steps he had 
mounted laboriously one hour before he seemed to be 
able to spiral down without touching any steps at all 
1 he courtyaid which had seemed so gloomy now blazed 
with heavenly and exultant light The Rue de la 
Boetie became suddenly a thoroughfare of unexampled 
majesty and splendour The art shops shone with 
masterpieces The furniture shops were resplendent 
The traffic, zigzagging along the street, was trans- 
formed, as if by a magic touch, into a glittering parade 
of coaches Even the lavatory pans seemed fairylike 
and the big post office of the eighth arrondissement an 
elfin palace 

There were many noimal Parisians, untouched by 
magic, who huriied along then familiar street on what 
seemed to them an ordinary dullish day, who were 
struck by the spectacle of this very tall American as he 
strode among them with a beatific smile upon his face, 
wagging his head, and stopping every now and then to 
gaze with unseeing transports at this or that, so that 
they turned to stare Sometimes they heard his voice, 
and stopped to listen with astonishment to his reiter- 
ated, ‘'Oh boy, oh boy, oh boy 

There was one man whose normal condition of 
exhilaration enabled him to rise to equal heights of 
dizzy exultation, who came tearing with his customary 
dash past all the other traffic in a taxi with wicker-work 
doors He saw Gary and flung himself to a halt beside 
him, digging his tyres into the road with a squeal which 
made nervous pedestrians jump 

“Aha^" said the Prince “My spy! My boon 
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companion ^ My Grand Vizier * And how are you this 
morning 

'‘Hello, Prince exclaimed Gary with a wide grin, 
seizing his hand and pump-handling it '"Say, I feel 
fine J Say, I could flatten this town with a sweep of the 
hand ’ I could push over the Arc de Triomphe with one 
finger ^ I could stop a revolution with one look ^ D’you 
want to fight 

''My friend,'' said the Prince, "I know this feeling 
You are in love " 

"Hell, no said Gary modestly 
"The Rue de la Boetie," said the Prince thought- 
fully, as if doing sums, "a hundred metres from the 
number I4bis — I put two and two together You have 
seen my cousin Stephanie ^ You have said “AW from 
the diaphragm ^ Last night you were very drunk ^ 
Today you wish to demolish the Arc of Napoleon ^ 
Pouft, my friend One does not have to be a mathe- 
matician " 

"Shut up, will you ^ I'm one of these bashful guys ' ' 
The Prince leaned out of his cab and clapped him 
affectionately on the shoulder 

"I can drive you somewhere, my Grand Vizier ^ To 
Monsieur Reynaud ^ This emotion has not ruined the 
appetite for conspiracy 

"Say f Talking of appetites > Where do you 
generally lunch when you're m heaven 

"There is a small cabman's shelter near the Pont 
Alexandre IV I lunch there most days with some 
officers of the Imperial Guard " 

"Nuh-uh," said Gary "This is on me Drive to the 
Ritz " 

The Prince looked wistful 

"Ah no, my friend The Ritz is not for taxi-drivers, 
you understand " 

"Okay for princes, though 

"But I am never a Prince before twelve o'clock at 
night " 
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‘'Oh, ]ust this once '' 

The Prince looked like a small boy outside a sweet- 
shop 

“Will they have peches flambies au kirsch 
“That’s a bargain ” 

“And definitely no champagne 
“Say f I thought you inhaled champagne 
“There arc times,” said the Prince solemnly, “when I 
wish the Geimans would have won the war Then 
there would be for me no more champagne ” 

“Hey exclaimed Gary “Am I m love, or some- 
thing 

“For us princes,” exclaimed the Prince, “the cham- 
pagne is free It is perks I give a cachet to the 
establishment Eh bten, there is a bottle of champagne 
But only one, voyez vons ^ You understand ^ Only one ” 
“Is that why you drink one bottle in every place when 
you celebrate 

“It is for no other reason,” said the Prince, shrugging 
“My friend, there arc times when I would sell my soul 
for some food For one long, consecutive meal, eaten 
at the same table from start to finish ” His eyes nar- 
rowed “One might have, par exemple, some tortue 
clan And then, perhaps an oeitf en ^eUe de vtn blanc 
And then— -who knows ^ — some trout from Lac Leman, 
fried m butter, you understand, and with no sauces 
A piece of lemon, perhaps, but no sauces And then,” 
the Prince swallowed, “a Chateaubnand Marchand de 
Vin A bottle of Chambertin avec, et apris ga '' — 
the Prince sighed — '‘peches flambies au kirsch ” He 
stretched back his arm and opened the door of the cab 
with a melancholy sigh '‘Entrez, monsieur ” 

“Say, can’t I ride with you 

‘ ‘Only after midnight, mon vieux It is like Cinderella 
the other way round I am under a spell You will 
forgive me if I go home first to change my things 
‘ ‘Change anything you want,” Gary said, climbing m 
The Prince turned his head 
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'"You Will meet the faithful Timmins/' said tlie 
Prince through the window, at the same time doing 
things to the traffic 
yeah?" 

''He IS my aiie-de-camp after midnight In the 
daytime he is my valet de chamhre Before that he was 
my Oxford scout He is very faithful He works for 
no money He loves me like a son After the revolu- 
tion he will be my Lord High Chamberlain I have 
promised him " 

Gary frowned as he bounced on his seat 
"So there ^s going to be a revolution ?" 

"A very little revolution," said the Prince "There 
will be not many dead " 

"Can you beat that 

' 'A few croupiers perhaps They are very loyal ' ' 
"Gosh, that's terrible^" 

"I should not have told you this," said the Prince 
"You are on the other side " 

"Come to think of it," Gary answered, "I ought 
never to have let on about that " 

The Pnnce shrugged and darted beneath the forelegs 
of a plunging horse "We have been at Oxford to- 
gether," he said "I am French You are American 
We know how to behave like the sons of English 
gentlemen " 

"Say, you ought to amuse Aunt Eulalie " 

"Ah J You have met her ? You get on well ? It 
IS a very subtle propaganda that we make " 

"What IS ?" demanded Gary 
"We are very nice people," the Prince said "We 
have charm We are very picturesque for the visiting 
Americans " 

Gary clutched the arm-rest suddenly "You told 
her about — about me ?" said Gary 

"Ah, no’" the Prince said "That would not be 
necessary I am the Chef de Propagande We shall wm 
you over After all," the Prince added, braking to a 
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stop SO Violently that he flung Gary into a crouching 
position on the floor, ''the}e ts always love We have 
arrived '' 

‘'Do you believe in miracles 

The Prince laughed, and sounded a pom-tiddley- 
om-pom on his horn They were m a narrow, shabby 
street, flanked on one side by bill-boards, and on the 
other by tall houses of a uniform and melancholy 
grey with evciy window shuttered 

l^resently a young woman with the haii of a Japanese 
doll and a clever impression of being naked under her 
overcoat, came out of the dooiway, tripped down the 
four steps with bare legs, and disappeared at a sim- 
pering run Then a barrel-shaped woman with a large 
flexible shopping basket and a bun appeared, mounted 
the four steps entirely with the use of one hip, and let 
herself in with a key From a piano somewhere came 
the tmkly sound of French dance music It ceased 
abruptly on a discord, and a moment late a collarless 
young man with wild black hair and a social-revolution- 
ary look precipitated himself through the door, 
banged it behind him, raised nervous claws to heaven, 
and dashed away, apparently intent upon suicide 
Then an elderly man came out m the careful habiliment 
of servitude, and the grey hairs and boyish look of one 
who has grown old m the service of youth He hastened 
down the steps with an expression of mild surprise 
“Back early. Your Tghness 
“Ninety-three francs, seven It is not bad, eh ' 

“No indeed, Your Tghness ’ I call that very good 
indeed, considering the state of the tourist traffic 
“Timmins, I wish to present Monsieur Williams, of 
St John's " 

Timmins face creased with pleasure 
“Oh, indeed, sir Fm very glad to meet you, sir 
When were you up, sir 

“Glad to know you, Timmins Fm technically m 
residence this minute" 
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"Oh, indeed, sir And how is the old place, might I 
ask 

"Getting older every minute,” said Gary "Those 
guys ceitainly built for keeps” 

“And the Dean, sir ? Mr Walker 
"Still going strong,” said Gary 
"A firm believer m disciplme, Mr Williams ” 
"Timmins,” said the Pnnce, “I wish to become a 
gentleman for about one hour ’ ’ 

"Yes, Your Tghness Very good. Your Tghness ” 

‘ ‘Will you fetch the accessones ? I have been asked 
by Mr Williams to lunch at the Ritz ” 

‘ 'Certainly, Y our Tghness I won’t be a minute, Y our 
Tghness ” 

Mr Timmins hastened up the steps, and after a short 
interval returned bearing a camel-hair coat and a 
bowler hat 

The Prince alighted from his taxi while his aide-de- 
camp held the door, and then suffered himself to be 
divested of his leather coat and cap, and to be re- 
invested with these vestiges of Contmental and slightly 
flush gentility 

"That is very cosy,” said the Prmce 
"Yes, Your Tghness ” 

Mr Tim m ins then produced a long ivory cigarette- 
holder, placed a cigarette in it, handed it to the Prince, 
and politely worked a lighter When the cigarette was 
going nicely he extinguished the flame and produced 
from another waistcoat pocket a small chamois case 
from which he extracted one gentleman’s plain meniscus 
monocle 

The Prince breathed upon it, polished it with the 
belt on his coat and screwed it home with a little 
swagger 

"Is that better, Timmins 

"Much better. Your ’Ighness Will you be requiring 
the car. Your ’Ighness 

The Pnnce quizzed Gary through his glass 
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"'My friend '' lie began, and then stopped ''No, 

no/' he said "It is too much " 

' What’s too much asked Gary 
‘ 'My friend,” said the Prince with a curious meekness, 
"could we afiord— could we posstbly afford — that is~ 
to take a taxi ^ xA.fter the revolution — naturally — I 
would reimburse you from the Treasury ” 

Gary shouted with delight 

"Sure he yelled "Sure we’ll have a taxi ^ Hey 
there ^ Hey there ^ Taxi 
Ihe street was empty 
The Piince put a hand on his arm 
"Please,” he said "My simple pleasures Allowme ” 
He elevated his cigarette about five inches in the air 
with an imperious gesture From the far end of the 
shabb}^ sheet a taxi saw the faintly perceptible sign 
and came rushing along The Prince waited on the 
kerbstone, inhaling the foul fresh air with every appear- 
ance of freedom 

Mr 1 immms opened the door 
"After you,” said Gaiy. 

"No, no,” demurred the Prince, "after yoM ” 

"Oh, thanks,” said Gaiy 

Ihe Prince looked his colleague fiercely m the eye 
"Ritz," said the Prince, with a casual nod, and some- 
how there was a wealth of significance m the simple 
word 

They set forth at a sober pace The Prince leant 
forward and surveyed the passing scene with a 
professional and yet a childlike intent He observed 
the legs of the ladies, the lines of fine cars, the 
efficiency of the gendarme on point duty, the 
taste of a window decoration, and once in a traffic 
block he caught the eye of a pretty lady with monkey 
fur in her hat and held it to the point of embarrass- 
ment with a stare of the frankest possible interest 
All the while Gary studied his man from the coriiei of 
one eye 
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“I suppose,” he said at length, “you realize I shall be 
several thousands to the good if I put a tablet of 
prussic acid in your soup 

‘ ‘Ah no, monsieur I beg of you Not m the tortue 
clair Save that at least for ih&‘piches flamMes au 
ktrsch ” 

Gary smiled 

‘‘It was for that reason you have invited me 
‘‘Oh, I’m ]ust making fnends with the family ” 

‘‘We are all fnends together That will be very 
cosy ” 

‘‘Sure I’ve got to stop this thmg somehow 
‘‘You have a plan 

‘‘Well — I half thought of marr3nLng the girl ” 

‘‘The Prince nodded thoughtfully 
‘‘But there is me, my fnend 

“Yeah,” agreed Gary “I thought I’d offer you 
money ” 

The Prince slowly took a fresh cigarette, placed it in 
his holder, and lit it from the first 
“You can compete with the Treasury 
The cab stopped The Pnncess Stephanie opened the 
door Her eyes were blazmg 
“My dear Cousin Stephanie the Prmce exclaimed, 
steppmg out, removing his bowler hat, bowmg over her 
hand and kissing it 

Gary’s heart turned over si;x times beneath his ribs 
“Allow me,” said the Prmce “May I present my 
friend Mr Wilhams ? My dear, our New Grand 
Vizier Her Hereditary Highness Prmcess Stephanie 
of Monte Cristo ” 

Gary clambered out of the cab all smiles and reached 
for her hand 

“Hallo, Steph,” he said “May I do that too 
The Pnncess Stephanie withdrew her hand as though 
his touch were ice 

“Paul,” she said, “this man has msulted me ” 

Gary stared. 
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"'I wJiai he said 

‘"You have insulted me/' repeated Stephanie 
furiously ‘‘You have insulted my aunt the Princess 
Eulalie " 

“Insulted your aunt ^ Say, what is this ^ What do 
you mean 

“You cheap Americans/' said the Princess “You 
have no manners You have no delicacy You are — 
you are uncouth You know nothing of our aristocratic 
{( ehngs, of our tiaditions How could you ^ You are 
of the' ne^yes blancs You think only of money You 
think the woild can be bought and sold I tell you, 
monsieiii , it is an insult that you behave like this “ 
“Now, Steph, Steph^" pleaded Gary soothingly 
“Youhe collecting a crowd “ 

“And make public what I have to say to you ^ It 
will be very good that You are a monster ^ You 
touch me in the deepest place I have, which is my pride 
I despise you because you do not understand You 
think you can buy human beings like you buy the 
copper mines and the cows “ 

Gaiy went pale 

“Who put you wise he asked quietly 
“Wise’" she echoed “I do not have to be very 
wise I discover it for myself quite easily In five 
minutes after you leave it is m the letter-box for all the 
world to see To be made wise ^ Are we then fools as 
well as poor 

“In the letter-box ^ What letter-box ^ What was 
m the letter-box 

“This,” said Stephanie very loudly indeed, waving 
something m the air which she pioduced from her bag 
“Oh, that/' said Gary, deflating with relief 
“That” was the paper covered with figures which the 
man had waved at him on the landing, now duly 
receipted at the bottom left-hand corner “For a 
moment you had me pretty shaken ” 

“Shaken 
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“Forget it I’m one of these tactless but heart-m- 
the-nght-place sort of guys It’s a precious small 
service I can do for you and your aunt in return for 
the favour of your being alive Have you had lunch ? ’ ’ 
“You wrote this on it yourself?’’ Stephanie de- 
manded, thrustmg the paper at him 

He took the paper from her, held it to catch the light 
of the sky, and read out labonously 
“If you want to blackguard me. I’m staymg at the 
Ritz Hotel — Gary ’’ 

He gnnned 
“Sure I wrote that ’’ 

“Why ?’’ 

“Oh, ]ust one of those ruses ’’ 

“It was mtolerable ’’ 

‘ ‘Well, here we are, an3Avay. Have you had lunch ? ’ ’ 
The Princess Stephanie also looked wistful 
“I must insist,’’ said the Pnncess, “that I receive 
your formal undertaking to allow me to reimburse 
you out of the State Treasury after the — after 
the ’’ 

“After the revolution?’’ said Gary “I know all 
about that Cousin Paul A formal undertaking it 
IS Shall we shake hands on that and go in to feed ?’ ’ 
She hesitated a moment, melted suddenly, then held 
out her hand. 

He took it and pressed it gallantly to his lips 
‘ 'For an uncouth American, how am I doing ? ’ ’ 

“I did not mean that,’’ she said “You are so gen- 
erous that it — ^that it — ^it is so awkward ’’ 

“You can tell me all about it over some eats,’’ said 
Gary, shepherding her through the swing-door and 
leading the way into the restaurant “Oh, waiter ' 
For two ’’ 

“And Paul ?’’ 

“Beaten it,’’ said Gary “I can’t help likmg that 
guy Do you want to sit facmg the room, or could you 
bear it if I had the light on your face ?’’ 
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‘The room, please I am not very beautiful this 
morning ' ' 

“Lady/' said Gary, ''y^u little know 
For a moment she frowned seriously across the table 
into his ardent stare Then the head waiter inter- 
1 opted with two menus 
“Hungry 
“You little know 
“Waiter — the woiks " 

“Tres bmt, monsieur Some torfue clmr, made- 
motsclle ^ And after that an omelette foie de volaile, 
a mixed grill 
Gary nodded 

“OK, maestro “for two “ 

''Bien, monsieur " 

She tore her roll into little bits 
“I have been thinking," she said, “that these 
Americanisms — they are — they are assumed, no 
Gary had the giace to blush 

“Oh, well," he admitted, “when m Europe do as the 
Americans, etcetera They seem to expect it of me " 
She studied his face 
“Underneath you are a little serious 
“ riiat's right," he said “Fm one of these knightly 
guys You know Vigils Arthurian effects Chiv- 
alrous, and bursting with ideals Gosh," he exclaimed, 
“when I fall in love it's going to be hell for some- 
body 

She fell to breaking her bread again 
“In what way 

“Just general sticking around and faithfulness I'm 
going to half kill them with loyalty " 

“Them she said 
‘ ‘Well, you know One ' ' 

“Why should that half kill one 

“It’s apt to get a bit monotonous after a time " 

“I do not think so," she said “I feel the same w^ay " 
For a moment he felt faint 
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“Yo-n do y 
“For my country ” 

“Oh, that 

“Please do not keep saying, ‘Oh, that’ ’’ 

“Say, you’re pretty serious about all that sort of 
thing, aren’t you ?’’ 

She looked sideways 

“If you like to talk m understatements, I feel — 
pretty senous ’’ 

He studied her covertly The waiter brought soup 
The waiter brought omelettes The waiter brought 
mixed gnll 

“Is that your one and only love ?’’ 

She looked at him 

"So far ’’ 

“PauP’’ 

“It is the same thing ’’ 

“Duty first Pleasure afterwards I get it ’’ 

“It IS not easy for you to understand,’’ she said “I 
have not the freedom of the ordinary individual ’’ 
“You’re human,’’ he told her 
“No,” she corrected “I am a Princess ” 

“Same thmg, isn’t it 

“You said something about ‘knightly’ It is like 
that with me \z.m. dedicated" 

He smiled with disbehef 

“One of these vestal virgms Is that why you ran 
out on me on the tram 

“I did not run from you I ran from the little 
men ” 

“I remember I— er— I followed you down to 
Di]on ” 

She was astounded 

“You followed me ? But I did not go to Di]on 
“You’re telling me ” 

She lowered her eyelashes 
“Why did you foUow me 

“Q}^ — I don’t know Why would one of these 
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knightly guys go darting all over Europe in trams 
after one of these vestals 

She looked at him under lowered brows He stared 
into her eyes 

''So now we know/' he said quietly 

Her face seemed suddenly to try to flutter into 
escape Her eyes avoided his abruptly Her lip 
trembled He had a quick impression of beating 
wings 

"I must go/' she said 

"No, no, Stephanie 

"I must go," she repeated more loudly, and rose 
from the table, her throat turned sideways He did 
not know why he particularly noticed her throat 

"Stephanie he said 

She ran from him suddenly, among the tables to- 
wards the door 

"Stephanie he cned, pounding his napkin on the 
table and standing up with a jerk which sent his chair 
backwards to the floor "Hey ’ Stephanie’" He 
chased after her, while the heads turned He caught 
her m the revolving-door "Stephanie ’ Stephanie 
He crashed into the same partition and jammed it 
with his heel There was a little fat man from Finland 
struggling with three suitcases m the opposite par- 
tition "I'm not going to let you get away’ Stop 
struggling, will you Gary said, and kissed her on the 
mouth She submitted for one miraculous instant, 
and then struggled again, freed about eighteen inches 
of space, into the open air, and was away from him 

He fought to get through the gap but could not 

"Stephanie 

He strove to enlarge the space, but the whole door 
was mextricably jammed with suitcases When at 
length it consented to turn and the gentleman from 
Finland was inside and he was m the street, he was 
alone, it seemed to him, m the whole Place Vendome 

No, not alone. The head waiter, strangely hatless, 
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oddly fungoid in the open air, hovered with two plates, 
each with its little burden of folded paper 

'"Your bills, monsieur '' 

“Bills 

“For yourselves, monsieur, and the gentleman who 
has ]ust left “ 

“Gentleman Gary puzzled through the items 
Tortue clair Oeuf en geUe de vtn blanc Chateau- 
brmnd Marchand de Vin Peches flambles an K^rsch 

“I was to tell you, monsieur, in these words, that you 
asked him to lunch, but that he was one of those 
tactful guys * ' 

Gary smiled and signed them both Then his eyes 
clouded again On a sudden impulse he signalled for 
a cab 

“Monte Cristo office,'’ he shouted “Champs 
filys6es “ 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 


M REYNAUD WAS WELL PLEASED M REYNAUD SAT 
back in his office chair and rubbed his hands In the 
middle of M Reynaud's beard M Reynaud's neatly 
naked lips smiled with satisfaction 

''So/' said M Reynaud, "you have found her 
That IS quite splendid I congratulate you And 
the nuptials 

"Yeah/’ said Gary "Well, that's what I came to 
seeyoualDout " 

He went to the window, jingling the coins in his 
pocket, and looked down on the moving picture of the 
Champs ifelysees 

When his face could not be seen, M Reynaud allowed 
his eye to wander over Gary’s big, loose-knit figure 
analytically Then he took a silver pencil from the 
desk and moved a small pad within easy writing reach 
"And the address asked M Reynaud 
Gary stayed at the window, jogging one leg 
"I — I've fallen in love," he announced 
M Reynaud smiled, and made a little shrugging 
wave with his pencil 

"Naturally he murmured "We were aware of 
that " 

Gary turned his head 

"What d'you mean ^ It only just happened 
M Reynaud smiled and glanced into his beard 
"You think so, monsieur ^ They tell me that on the 
Promenade des Anglais at Nice, some time ago, when 
you parted from Her AUesse Heredttaire, the grand 
passion was implicit in every feature of your face 
On m'a dit that at the station here, when you learned 
she had disappeared, the same thing was remarked 
on by all beholders I myself, at Dijon " 
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Gary swung round and faced him 
''Let us alone, will you he demanded fiercely 
M Reynaud was surprised Frankly surpnsed 
He frowned with evident astonishment 
"I beg your pardon, monsieur I have no wish to 

be the intruder — but 

"But what 

"If you would be so kind as to favour me with the 
lady’s address ” 

Gary thought 

"Fm not going to give you her address,” he said 
' 'But monsieur ^ By the terms of our agreement ’ ’ 

' 'The deal’s off,’ ’ said Gary shortly 
M Reynaud raised his eyebrows and looked down 
the two sides of his beard alternately 

"The deal’s off, I tell you Gary repeated "And 
let me tell you, I’m darned ashamed of myself I 
went into this thing because I didn’t understand the 
aristocratic feelings of these people, their traditions 
I didn’t understand, see ^ I guess I was — I was 
uncouth I thought people could be bought and sold 
like we Amencans buy and sell cows ” 

"Cows repeated M Reynaud with interest "Do 
the Amencans buy and sell many cows 
"Milhons of them What else could you expect 
"Nothing,” M Reynaud assured him "Nothmg 
I only acquire information ” 

"Well, now things have gotten serious, see 
"And you have no wish to marry the girl 
"I’ve every wish to marry the girl ” 

"Well, then ” said M Reynaud with a sigh 
of relief 

Gary thumped the desk 

"But not because I’m paid to do it, see he shouted 
"I guess I feel pretty knightly about all this She’s 
vestal, that’s what she is, if that means anything to 
you at all ” 

"Nothing whatsoever,” said M Reynaud calmly 

I 
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'It means/' said Gary, "that Tm going to ask 
Stephanie to marry me because I love hei, do you 
understand ^ I'm not going to have any mixed motives 
about this Love, see ^ Not lucre I don’t want 
your lousy money After all, what is money ^ 
Dross " 

M Reynaud entered upon a resigned expression 
"So," said he, drawing the Stars and Stripes upon 
the pad, "the deal is off Cest dommage, ga " 

"What’s that^" 

"I say it is a pity " 

"Who says it’s a pity 

"It is a pity that you will lose a nice wedding present 
of five thousand pounds, an income of two thousand 
pounds a year, access to the bathing beaches, to the 

International Sporting Club, to the Casino ’’ 

"Yeh, yeh, I know 

"Naturally," continued M Reynaud, drawing the 
French Tricolour next to the Stars and Stripes and 
crossing their sticks symbolically, "you will have no 
right to the two hundred pounds which I paid you 
That, my friend, will be returnable You can afford 
that 

"Well, not at the moment," admitted Gary, taken 
aback "But I’ll get it for you If you wait while 

I write to my old man 

"Fm afraid I must ask you to do that," said M 
Reynaud severely 
"Yeah Sure ’’ 

"And then we shall have to revert to our former 
methods " 

"What sort of methods ^'’ 

M Re5maud shrugged deprecatingly 
"Unfortunately I have no longer a Delage, but there 
are other cars in Pans Pans is full of cars There 
are little accidents here, there, every day I assure you 
that nobody takes much notice It is inevitable It 
is the Gallic temperament ’’ 
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''You mean that you — you'd make attempts on her 

hfer^ 

"Nothing so crude, monsieur, but there are ways of 
preventing a marriage short of an actual liquidation 
of the high contracting parties A broken limb, 
perhaps An ambulance A little private hospital 
somewhere m the country It would be very dis- 
creet Undoubtedly there are ways " 

Gary thrust out his jaw and faced him 
"Say, listen, Mister Reynaud If you think you 
can frighten me by making threats of that kind you 
little know Mrs Williams' kid Gary " 

"It will not be necessary Let us hope it will not 
be necessary After all, you are in love with her 
Alors, you will marry her That is all I ask, mon- 
sieur " 

''Say’" yelled Gary "Haven't I made this plain 

to you yet ^ I tell you " 

"Yes, yes, yes," said M Reynaud soothingly 
"But not for money If you will marry her not for 
money, that is all the better for the Hotel du Palais 
and the SociH'e des Bams de Met " 

Gary swallowed three times in his throat 
"God rest you, merry gentleman’" he said wither- 
mgly, and went 

M Reynaud's laughter floated out, for a moment, 
over the Champs filysees 



CHAPTER TWELVE 


In the rue de la bo^tie something stirred 
The shops were shut The neon lights had flashed 
their last zigzags of reflection across the pavement 
The wet roadway was given to the raindrops and to the 
dim, patient pools of illumination from the street 
lamps Yet there were footsteps in the deserted street, 
and at intervals of a few minutes solitary taxis hove 
m sight, made lines down the serene contentment of 
its surface, halted for a moment with engine thrumming, 
and went away, leaving the place again to silence and 
the ram 

Before the door of number fourteen an awning 
stretched in the shadows, and from its curtained win- 
dows came the muted strains of music, oddly secretive, 
almost furtive in its merriment Pans is like that 
There is a life lived in the streets , and there is another 
life lived behind the impenetrable grey fronts and the 
jealous shutters 

A taxi and a tall figure wearing a tuxedo and shel- 
tering under an umbrella arrived together 

The door of the taxi opened and a man stepped out 
Gary obtained a discreet view of a cloak, a white bow 
tie, and of a gleaming cross He hovered politely 
under his umbrella The man thrust a five-franc note 
at the taxi-driver and returned to the assistance of a 
lady m white ermine with a pearl tiara They ducked 
under the awning and hurried within Gary furled 
his umbrella and went in behind 

The little party walked past the unlighted con- 
cierge's window, through the courtyard whose ladders 
of wnndows were now unlit, to the foot of the stairs 
which Gary had ascended for his music lesson 
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The piece of cardboard still dangled from the handle 
of the lift, but at the corner of the banisters there 
stood, as immobile as a statue, a flunkey, resplendent 
in red plush 

''Marche pas asked the gentleman of this indi- 
vidual, jerking his silk hat at the lift 

''Faut montre par %ci, monsieur'* replied the flunkey, 
indicating the stairs with a white-gloved hand 

The gentleman grumbled and gave an arm to his 
lady They were middle-aged, and they began the 
ascent with the ungainly dignity of penguins 
Gary followed 

At the second landing the lady said, "Pouff^" 

At the fourth landing the gentleman stopped and 
produced a large white handkerchief with which he 
carefully wiped his forehead and the inside of his 
collar Both were now panting heavily For some 
minutes they stood facing each other, too exhausted 
to speak Then each asked the other a silent question, 
they nodded, and set to work again upon the chmb 
At the sixth landing was a single chair, with a per- 
forated wooden seat The lady collapsed upon this, 
and fell to fanning herself with a small bag The 
gentleman silently leaned against the handrail, ex- 
panded his cheeks several times in quick succession, 
sniffed, and put a hand to his side For what seemed 
hours there was the sound of heavy breathing 

‘Mous voulez passer, monsieur whispered the lady 
hoarsely of Gary 

‘'No, no, that's all right," said Gary 
She nodded and closed her eyes 
From upstairs the noise of Russian music suddenly 
tinkled forth with the opening of a door, and was 
hushed again 

“When one has been m the caf^ all day," explained 
the gentleman, taking deep breaths, “one is not pre- 
pared for scaling mountains at night Phew ^ Done 
Shall we continue, chtne 
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The lady nodded, fanning herself, and rose with 
difficulty to her feet 

It was the last lap The door of the ateher opened 
to their knock, and in it the figure of Timmins ap- 
peared, correctly attired in black tie and tails, and with 
a noble display of British war medals on his chest He 
inclined his right ear deferentially 
The gentleman panted into it 

Mr Timmins gave a tug to his waistcoat and lifted 
up his voice “ Ts 'Ighness the Grand Duke Con-* 
stanhne and Lady ^ Good evening, Mr Williams, sir '' 
His face creased into a donnish smile 'Tt's a pleasure 
indeed to see you 'ere, sir Might I ask your Christian 
name, Mr Williams 
Gary told him 

''Mtster-Gary-Wilhams f You'd better give me that 
Chamberlain, sir " 

'What, this^ Oh, sure^" Gary handed over his 
umbrella 

'The cloakroom's at the bottom of the stairs, sir 
Didn't they tell you, sir ^ Oh, my goodness me ^ Er— 
Your Grace '' 

"Eh^" 

"Your hat and coat, Your Grace ^ And Her Grace's 
cloak f" 

'‘Ah om f Pup prrrm Shamefacedly the Grand 
Duke Constantine and his Duchess fluttered out of their 
outer garments and took up their positions m the queue 
of royal personages who were shuffling slowly round 
the room towards the point on the far side near the 
window, where Her Hereditary Highness Princess 
Stephanie of Monte Cristo, with His Hereditary Highness 
Prince Paul at her side, and the Grand Duchess 
Eulalie standing a little to the rear, were receiving 
the guests 

"Whatever's come over that chap downstairs I don't 
know,' ' muttered Mr Timmins "Just follow the others, 
sir 'Is Royal 'Ighness Prtnce Lms of the Astorias 
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A young man with a pendulous lower lip and a 
haemophile look flopped into the room and took up 
his station behind Garj^- 

'Xuis, my boy said the Giand Duke Constantine, 
turning 

''Greetings, O Uncle exclaimed Piince Luis, also 
in English ' 'How's the fish and chips ^ ' 

"Oh, comma ci comma the Grand Duke told 
him without enthusiasm, but without grumbling 
For dejeuner we had forty-five It could be worse It 
could be better " 

" Y-a das Amancains asked Pnnce Luis 

“Un pan But they are not what they have been " 

"They lose their appetites 

"No," agreed the Grand Duke thoughtfully "I 
give to them bortsch — I give to them vodka — I 
shtoff them with pears korniloff But it is not that 
But they have lost their fascination for things Russian " 
The group moved forward a few paces 
"Too much competition," said Pnnce Luis, nodding 
''Ah, vous avaz raison f'' declared the Grand Duke 
energetically "There are too many of you damned 
ex-Royalty Das 'ist SchrakUch / After all, we have 
been first And now, where is Russia He clucked 
to himself, and then demanded "You are still in the 
motor business 

"I have chucked it," said the Prince '‘Moi, ja 
sms snob " 

"Oh^" 

"Too many Cossack officers " 

"My dear gargon ^ Why have you not tell me ^ I 
could attend to it " 

"They have been respectful to me personally, but 
to dine in the mess every night avac ces tartar as Ah 
non ^ Ja vous an pna t I prefer the French Je 
detesta cont ampler toujours la souvenir das steppes 

"So f And you do now wLat He put an arm 
through his wife's and propelled her a few paces 
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Prince Lms of the Astonas shrugged ''I have 
tried the White Slaving/' he said 

‘'Cest vrai exclaimed the Grand Duke, glancing 
nervously at his wife 

"But nothing has come of it So now I am far- 
fumeur " 

"Ah said the Grand Duke "There is some future 
in that ?" 

Pnnce Luis made the face of fatalism "I am out- 
side Charney's/' he said "I squirt the passers-by 
Perhaps one day I shall make a mamage, or General 
Metaxas will win " 

''On Esperef*' said the Grand Duke "Ah ^ La 
petite Stephanie ^ Et Paul ^ Mes felicitations to you 
both f And Cousin Eulalie ^ How is the music, dear 
child He kissed the ladies on their finger-tips, and 
Paul on both cheeks 

"One sings a little, Uncle Constantme," Stephanie 
said 

"That’s good, that's good," exclaimed the Grand 
Duke "Mind you keep her at it, Paul, after you’re 
married It is great to have something in the sleeve 
m these days I do not know what I have done without 
my cooking Eulalie ! You look thinner ' ’ 

"It was my intention," said the Grand Duchess 

Gary moved up and took the Princess Stephanie’s 
hand He kissed it with rather more emotion than 
the etiquette of a Court function necessarily demanded 
The Prmcess Stephanie, m her white silk gown, with 
a broad red order across her breast, a large star in her 
waist, a diamond tiara on her hair, and the cross of 
St Anthony at her throat, glowed with a heightened 
colour 

"You look terrific said Gary, in a rapt sort of way 

"How do you do, young man^" said the Grand 
Duchess loudly and wammgly, extending her hand 

"My dear Grand Vizier," said Prince Paul stiffly 
"Je sms enchant^ " 
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He shook hands with easy formality, and murmured 
in the middle of a little bow, "'Drinks are in the bedder 
What d'you think of us, now you see us 

"Tell you m the bedder," muttered Gary out of the 
corner of his mouth 

He straightened correctly and moved towards the 
other room 

"Good evening. Cousin Luis," came the voice of 
Stephanie 

There was music in the other room but no dancing 
A bloused Russian band discoursed the music of the 
balalaika A pale young man, with his trousers 
tucked into his boots and duel gashes on his cheeks, 
pounded the piano at which Gary had once sung "^<5" 
The heat was stifling The floor, cleared of its thread- 
bare carpet, was packed, m nuclei of three or four, by 
the ex-crowned heads of Europe, their wives, their sons, 
their uncles, their nephews, their jewels, their orders, 
and their decorations The groups moved, disinte- 
grated, coalesced A little nervous of the unaccustomed 
splendour, Gary kept a firm grip of his cuffs, and edged 
his way towards the piano It seemed a large and 
friendly instrument 

"Twenty years ago," observed the pianist unex- 
pectedly, "the people in these two rooms commanded 
the world And now look at the damned thing 
You're Amencan, aren't you ^'' 

"Sure," agreed Gary, his face breaking from the 
slight tension induced by his height, his tuxedo, and 
the company, into a smile at a friendly voice 

"I thought so," said the pianist "You'll find the 
drmks in the bedroom ' ' He nodded his head to a door 
at the end of the room, and plunged his hands into a 
cascade of notes 

"Thanks," said Gary doubtfully, examining his feet 
at a great distance and fingenng his tie "Seems a good 
idea at that '' He began to make his way across the 
crowded floor, but was presently held up by the bare 
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back of a plump lady who discoursed fluently in 
French to a listening group 

'"Er — pardon me Paidon me '' 

"'Eight hours/' said the lady, bursting into English, 
"is too much For a man of sensitivity and artistic 
ability, to be sawing pieces of wood, and to be gluing 
pieces of wood, and to be making worm-holes, like the 
Archduke Voyons f C est insupportable " 

"Excuse me," said Gary 

An elderly man with a white imperial shrugged 
"When I have been a king," he said, "I have worked 
fourteen, sixteen, eighteen hours Often, when my 
affairs of state — ^ " 

"But at a desk declared the lady "At a desk it 
IS different To be on one's feet ^ ' ' 

"Work," announced the gentleman with the white 
impenal, stiffly, "is, after all, always work " 

"Yes," argued the lady impatiently "But it is 
relative To be at a desk, in a nice, comfortable 
palace — oh, ma foi ' Sixteen hours of one is worth 
SIX hours of the other " She tapped the gentleman on 
the shoulder "I say because I know To be at a 
march past of the troops, pouff, it is easy But now I 
am blanchisseuse I stand at the tub It is not so 
amusing, that " 

"Er — " said Gary, clearing his throat — "will you 
excuse me, please 

A short, thick-set gentleman, with three rows of 
medals, turned to the lady politely "How do you 
manage about your feet. Archduchess^" he asked 
gravely 

"Oho," said the lady, "I suffer ’ I am in agonies ? 
It is torment ^ To bath them often, it is the only 
thing " 

"I myself have tried that, but it makes them 
tender " 

"Ah no," declared the lady "The water must be 
quite, quite cold And Epsom salts " 
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"'Ah, I have heard of this There is a colleague 
of mine, in the soft furnishing department 

Gary tapped delicately on*"the lady's back with his 
knuckle ‘Tardon me/' he said 
The lady scratched her back with her thumbnail 
"'May I pass, please asked Gary, still trying, and 
breathing rather heavily through his nose 

"Willy," said the lady to the man who had been a 
king, "is Her Hereditary Highness still receiving^ 
Don't you think you ought ' ' 

"Is it already time 

"I will see, Your Majesty," said the thick-set gentle- 
man He took a few paces sideways, so as to be able 
to see through the dividing doors into the other room 
' ‘There are a few more yet, Your Majesty ' ' 

"We thank you," said His Majesty "We fancy we 
may receive it as a signal when His Hereditary Highness 
passes through to the bedroom " 

"The bedroom^" demanded the lady sharply 
"Why the bedroom 

"The alcoholic refreshments, Archduchess," ex- 
plained the thick-set gentleman, "are in the bedroom " 
The Archduchess hooted with mirth "Of course," 
she declared "How silly of me l How silly I am, 
Willie J How humorous you are 

"I hate to bother you," said Gary succinctly m the 
lady's ear 

"OA, pardon^’' she exclaimed, still laughing, and 
moving to one side She watched Gary pass "What 
is that she enquired in a stentorian whisper "Is 
it the Press 

"It is the detective," replied His Majesty 
At that moment Prince Paul emerged between the 
double doors, and sauntered, with his hands in his 
pockets, through the bedroom door Gary, who was 
by now within reach of the same haven, but had been 
hidden from the view of the Prince by a tall stooping 
gentleman whose dangling orders mdicated the per- 
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pendicular, by swinging loose from the concavity of his 
chest, detected a sudden movement among the guests, 
and hesitated to see what was afoot 

The King had detached himself from his little group 
and was advancing formally upon the other room 
The rest of the guests fluttered forward a few paces 
with interest, like the members of a ballet A moment 
later the King reappeared, looking very regal and 
avuncularly patronizing, with the Princess Stephanie 
on his arm Immediately the guests who had eddied 
forward now eddied back, retreating m an enlarging 
semicircle before the pair The orchestra, which had 
been playing unconcernedly, obligingly crashed into a 
waltz The guests flattened themselves against the 
wall 

The King advanced about a third of the distance on 
to the floor, halted, dropped his arm and bowed The 
Princess Stephanie curtseyed, and then half raised her 
arms as an invitation, or as obedience to command 
The King took her right hand and placed his own about 
her waist After a few negligible false starts they 
picked up the time together and began twirling rapidly 
round 

Immediately the room seemed alive with gentlemen 
m a position of clicked heels and the half-bow which 
requests the pleasure of a lady A moment later 
more couples detached themselves from the side and 
whirled, always at a respectful distance, from the royal 
pair 

Gary stood and watched the scene, watched Steph- 
anie, almost hungrily at first, then with a growing 
sense of separation He turned abruptly, and went 
through the bedroom door 

There was a bar arranged along one side of the room, 
and, on one side of it, a barman On the other side 
the Prince stood with two gentlemen, one of whom 
Gary recognized as the elder of the two seconds who 
had assisted at his affair of honour It was he who 
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observed Gary enter, and bowed with noticeably less 
formality than on the occasion of their previous 
encounter It was indeed scarcely more than an in- 
clination of the head The Prince and the other man 
turned 

''Mind if I ]oin you, gentlemen Gary asked 
"My friend," said the Prince, "we will have some 
whisky The Grand Duke Nicholas, you know Allow 
me to present my Grand Vizier — Prince Kropotkin " 
"Fm very glad to know you," Gary said, and, to the 
barman "Mine's a double " 

"As I was saying," the Pnnce continued earnestly, 
"there should be a law To travel at less than eighty 
kilos is to occupy space on the road which belongs 
to the community " 

"But it is necessary," argued the Grand Duke 
Nicholas “All day I am outside Clandges I see 
with the eye of a stationary observer If the traffic 
is to flow at eighty kilos, how are my clients to set 
down 

"They can set down at the back," said the Pnnce 
curtly "They have no business to be set down m 
what is intended to be an artery Encore un, s\l 
voiis plait ' ' He pushed aside his glass 

"There should be bays," urged Prince Kropotkin 
ardently "If I have a fare that I wish to set down 
at Clandges I do my eighty with the rest, but I take 
the right-hand station N' est-ce-pas ^ When I see 
Clandges I swing out into the bay " 

"At eighty said the Grand Duke Nicholas scorn- 
fully "Oho, I should not be long for this world " 

"You said it," interjected Gary with some feeling 
The Grand Duke bowed 
"Thank you, monsieur " 

"That's all right," Gary said, finely 
The Pnnce tossed down his whisky and banged the 
glass furiously on the counter "At eighty," he de- 
clared, "I can stop dead m six metres " 
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'"Ah no said Prince Kropotkin 
''Dead, possibly/' remarked the Grand Duke Nicho- 
las "But not alive " 

“In SIX metres reiterated the Prince, banging 
with his fist “Donnez mo^ du whisky, please " 

Gary cleared his throat 

"Changing the subject for a moment," said Gary 
"What's the custom around these parts 
"Custom repeated Prince Kropotkin 
"Yeah Can I just walk up to any girl in the room 
and ask for a dance ^ Or do I get thrown out on my 
ear^" 

"The Grand Vizier of Monte Cristo," said Prince 
Paul, "may dance with anyone in the room " 

"Swell," said Gary "Do I just click heels 
"And bow," said Prince Kropotkin 
"From the waist," said the Grand Duke Nicholas 
"From the waist ^ Half these guys haven't got 
any waists " 

"It can be indicated," said Prince Paul, "where 
the waist would be if one had a waist " He drank his 
whisky at a gulp "I will show you " He put his 
glass down and walked away a few paces, then turned, 
saw Gary with a start of pleasurable surprise, stared at 
him intimately for a few seconds through his monocle, 
advanced upon him with a swagger, stopped short, 
banged his heels together, presented a view of his 
extraordinarily neat parting, straightened himself, 
and held up his arms 

"It IS very simple," said the Prince "But it is very 
foolish " He accepted a fresh glass from the barman 
"I have long ago decided that dancing was invented 
by the Anglo-Saxons For us Latins it is not 
enough " 

' 'Maybe not," said Gary "I'm one ol these knightly 
guys Care to see me go to work 

"I am one of these twice-mghtly guys I should 
prefer some more whisky," said the Prince 
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'"OK/’ said Gary genially, and turned, buttoning 
his coat 

Gary's face, as the Prince had last seen it, was 
alight with easy confidence As he came into the 
dancing-room, however, a look of desperate determina- 
tion spread across his features, and he surveyed the 
scene with one eyebrow a little higher than the other, 
which was a trick of his The waltz was still in pro- 
gress, and Stephanie and the King w^ere still rotating 
with expressions of dutiful distaste and paternal con- 
descension respectively, while the remaining couples 
hovered, rather than danced, with elaborate self- 
effacement, on the confines of the floor 

Gary licked his lips and fixed the royal couple with 
the air of an athlete estimating the distance of his 
objective He licked his lips again, buttoned his coat 
more lightly, and then advanced boldly across the floor 
and tapped the King smartly on his shoulder 
‘‘Mind if I cut in he asked 
The King stood rooted to the spot 
The other dancers obediently stopped in unison 
The music ceased in mid-bar 

“What is this ^ What is this demanded the King 
over his shoulder “I do not know what he means 
There is some message for me 

Gary had not been expecting anything quite like 
this Out of the corners of his eyes he was aware that 
the guests were crowding in a circle, but he clicked his 
heels at Stephanie and bowed low, and blushed crimson 
demanded the King sharply “WelP 

What IS it 

Stephanie's lips were quivenng 
“I was — er — I was trying to cut in," explained Gary, 
with a quaver in his voice, and added, “Your Majesty '' 
“Cut in ^ What is this ^'' 

Gary glanced nervously from side to side with a 
troubled face “Don't they have cuttmg-in here he 
mumbled “Gee, Your Majesty, I'm terribly sorry 
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‘The fellow is drunk/' said the King, dismissing the 
matter “Come, my dear ' ' He took hold of Stephanie 
again, and instantly the music recommenced 
Gary rapped the King on the shoulder again, more 
smartly this time ''Just a minute he said angrily 
“Just a minute 
The King stopped 
The music stopped 

“Go away," said the King “We are becoming 
annoyed " 

“Tm sorry. King," said Gary firmly “But one of us 
has got to walk ofi this floor looking like a fool, and it 
isn't going to be me " 

The King stamped "Will somebody take this lunatic 
and throw him into the Seme 
Gary was dimly aware of an answering commotion 
of male voices, but his blood was up He stood his 
ground 

“Not so fast he said “Now listen In America, 

where I come from " 

The King exploded in a foreign tongue 
Stephanie put a hand on his arm “Your 
Majesty " 

"Either'' said the King, "you leave this floor within 
two seconds, or we do ourselves t" 

“That's it," said Gary “You've got the idea " 
“Your Majesty " Stephanie began speaking in 
German, very soothingly The King listened He 
answered gruffly, also in German Stephanie spoke 
again, this time with an air of pleading The King 
stood stiffly, bending slightly forward, inclining one 
ear Gary stood waiting, fiddling with his buttons, 
looking at once uneasy, properly servile, and full of 
a mulish obstinacy There was the accent of the con- 
spirator, now, in Stephanie's speech, and the King was 
fingering his beard She stopped on a note of anxiety 
There was a little pause while the King thought to 
himself Then he nodded and turned a curiously 
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chameleon-like eye on Gary Abruptly he turned his 
back, clicked heels, bowed from the waist, and stood 
upright A young lady curtseyed and fluttered into 
his embrace 

The music started Stephanie held up her arms to 
Gary 

''Gee, Steph,'' he 'whispered, quick to take advantage 
of the offer ' 'What did you say to him ^ ' 

"You must hold you right arm down at your side " 
"What, my right arm 

"You are not supposed to take me in your arms '' 
"Oh" He dropped his arm "What, like this ^ 
But I can't dance this way " 

"That IS all the dancing you are allowed with a 

Hereditary Princess I told him " 

"Yes?" 

"I told him you '^\^ere out to smash the revolution, 
and that it was a matter of the most urgent policy for 
Monte Cristo that I must never allow you to provoke a 
rupture " 

"You did ?" Gary stopped abruptly 
She smiled "It is necessary to invent some kind of 
story Is anything the matter ?" 

He wagged his head "Not a thing That's a 
darned intoxicating scent you're wearing " 

"You like it ?" 

"Frankly, I'm feeling pretty drunk \vith the beauty 
of it all " 

She laughed 

They danced for a little while in silence 
"Well," said Gary, "since you can't provoke any 
open ruptures " He put his arm round her 
waist 

“ 'When in Pans,' " she said, smiling, " 'do as the 
Americans', etcetera?" 

"Stephanie, my dear," he answered, "I believe you've 
got something there He put his cheek against hers 
He felt her eyelids flutter For a moment it almost 

K 
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unmanned him ‘ ‘You dance pretty well for a princess/' 
he said 

He felt the little breath of a smile come through her 
nose “Do I she whispered 

“Come on, let's dance," he whispered back 
They danced, giving themselves to the music He 
inhaled the fragrance of her He held her body close 
to his, and felt her suppleness become part of him 
They danced as one Through lowered lids he allowed 
his eyes to wander among the little curls which caressed 
her neck, at the outline of one white shoulder pressed 
against his breast And he knew then what he had 
hoped in his heart On a sudden impulse he propelled 
her gently towards one of the tall french windows, 
opened it with the hand behind her back, and, without 
breaking the spell, danced her gently on to the balcony, 
closed the window behind him, and kissed her ear 
“Stephanie dear," he whispered, with the words 
tumbhng out, “making all due deference to under- 
statement, the fact of the matter is I'm in love with 

you And what's more, my dear " 

Her answer was to cling to him more tightly 
Her head was turned away He began kissing those 
little curls, going softly down the line of her neck He 
felt her face turn suddenly towards him, felt her lips on 
his They stayed like that for what seemed many min- 
utes, while the music came faintly through the window 
and a taxi passed in the street 

“Stephanie," he said, with a break in his voice, “I've 
fallen m love with a princess And I rather suspect — 
that the princess — ^ — " 

“Has fallen in love with Mrs Williams' little boy 
Gary ^ Shall I tell you something 
He studied her face m the darkness 
“Yes, please " 

She looked at him steadily 
“I love you " 

He sighed 
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said Gary 'This is pretty magic” He 
wagged his head "This,” said Gary, "is one of 
those moments of moments \¥hat shall we do about 
it 

"This, for the moment,” she answered, feeling for his 
lips 

For that moment, it seemed to him, the world stood 
still 

"My darling kid,” he said, "I worship you ^ I 
adore you ’ I take this seriously I feel pretty religious 
about it Such as I am, Fm yours I love you with 
all that IS in me I told you it was gomg to be hell for 
somebody When do we get mamed 

He watched her look suddenly out over the empty 
street 

"I can't,” she said 

"Oh yes you can ” 

"I can't,” she repeated with a touch of emotion m 
her voice "I can't ” 

He caught his breath He stared He tried to see 
her face 

"Say,” he exclaimed, "you sound as though you 
meant that * ' ' 

"I do,” she said 

He shook her almost roughly "Hey, wait a minute ^ 
This conversation's taken the wrong turning ^ Hey, 
Stephanie ^ Snap out of it 

"I can't,” she repeated "I tell you I can't marry 
you 

' 'But, my God > ' ' said Gary "If I love you and you 

love me ” 

She did not answer 

''Stephame /” He raised his voice desperately as if 
trying to recall something from the dead "Stephanie ^ 
Come back ^ ' ' She was still in his arms, but there was a 
queer Ilf elessness in her "Stephanie, I love you ^ Do 
you hear ? And you love me * You know you do ^ 
You satd so ^ Stephanie ^ Answer 
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''I do/' she said 
He whistled 

'That's better Gosh ^ For a moment I thought — 
Stephanie ’ Are you listening ^ In my country, when 
two people love each other, they get married " 

"Not in mine," she said 

"God darn it," he said, "what's got wrong with the 
thing 

She looked up in his face with a queer solemnity 
"My lover," she said quietly, "I cannot marry you 
I cannot marry you because my first duty is not to 
myself It is to my country and to my people " 

He hesitated, and then broke out 
"All that's musical-comedy stuff he declared 
excitedly, waving his arms at the window "It's 
Runtania * It's make-believe ^ It's all over * Steph- 
anie, you can't let that nonsense come between " 

' 'My first duty," she repeated, "is to my people They 
depend on me " 

He shouted "What for 

She shrugged "To save them " 

"What from 

"From the Republic From mis-rule From 
exploitation " 

"HelM" said Gary rudely "Hell > Once again, 
hell J And damnation ’ This is fantastic " 

She began to explain 

"lam the rightful Princess of Monte Cristo It is not 
my choice It simply so For a thousand years my 
family have been the lulers of these people You do 
not know, perhaps, my Gary, that that is a thing which 
cannot be destroyed It cannot be put on one side for 
httle reasons, because Monsieur So-and-so wishes to 
make a bathing beach, or because Signor So-and-so has 
read a little Karl Marx and wishes to experiment with a 
repubhc, or because the Hereditary Princess wishes to 
marry an American ' ' 

"But it IS on one side," he msisted desperately 
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'These wretched people of yours They pushed you 
on one side all right, didn't they 
'T have pardoned them," she said ‘They did not 
understand " 

'T don't blame 'em," he declared angrily "It 
sounds to me like the most senseless nonsense I ever 
heard My God, Stephanie, you can't really 

heheve ’ ' 

"It would make it easier for me if you w^ould try to 
understand " 

"I can't understand," he said "It's medieval 
It's a fairy-tale It's like suddenly being asked to 
understand Cinderella, or Mother Goose What are 
you going to do 

"I am going to marry my cousin Paul " 

"Marry a man you don't love * I see And then 
what 

"Raise the flag of revolt " 

' A real revolution 
"Quite real " 

He paused 
"Bloodshed^" 

"I do not like that part either " 

He released her and tore his hair "It's crazy !" he 
cried "God help us, it's bughouse ^ I never heard 
such a thing ^ Is this twentieth-century Pans, or the 
Arabian Nights, or what 

"We are m Pans," she said calmly 
He strode suddenly up the little balcony and turned 
to face her excitedly, with both palms uppermost "But 
you can't have a revolution without some organization ^ 
There's got to be arms > There's got to be propaganda f 
There's got to be some sort of a s^gnal ^ A sign from 
Heaven ^ They'll ]ust fine you forty-five francs 

Without an organization " 

"It exists," she said 
He stared at her 

"It has all been thought out It has been cared for 
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For years there has been a loyalist party For years the 
organization has been intact For years they have 
kept their arms For years they have met and talked 
about it in safe places They have held their elections 
There is a cabinet which meets each week in the 
underground passage There is a sign by which the 
loyalists know one another It is three knocks — a 
long and two short I tell you this, because I wish that 
you should believe in me If you are m Monte Cristo, 
and know it, you will hear that sign wherever you go 
You will hear the croupier put down his rake, so, at the 
table You will hear a man tap with his feet so, idly, as 
he stands on the terr asses, looking out to sea You will 
hear the cabmen do it to their horses You will hear 
the soldiers do it with their rifles on the ground You 
will hear the policemen do it with their whistles I tell 
you, the army is ours ^ The police is ours * The people 

are ours ^ And when the time comes 

"'Go on, go on,'’ he said hopelessly 'T'm nuts already 
I may as well hear the rest " 

'"When we are married," she continued, "and our 
claim can no longer be disputed, the word will be given 
to watch for the signal Paul and I will embark on the 
royal yacht at Cannes, we shall steam to Monte Cristo 
We shall enter the harbour at eleven o'clock The old 
royal flag will then be hoisted, with the salute of 
twenty-one guns Then'' she said, "the people will 
rise That night we shall sleep m the palace " 

He surveyed her with his hands m his pockets She 
stood up very straight with her head thrown back, 
looking queerly unattainable He nodded 
"Just where do you and I come m ^ " 

Suddenly she broke down The transition was so 
abrupt that for a moment it left him stupefied She 
turned her head sideways, her lips trembled, and m an 
instant she was sobbing into her hands 

He leapt to her "Stephanie he whispered 
"Stephanie, for God’s sake don’t ^ Hey, Stephanie ! 
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My God, what's come between ns ^ Here's your old 
Gary Put your head here I'm one of these deep- 
chested guys Stop it, honey Stephanie f Sh 

She cried on his chest while he fondled her hair and 
stared out over her at the chimney-pots of Pans He 
was wise enough to say no more What could he say ^ 
He stared up with a troubled face His thumb ex- 
plored her ear He experienced a sense of departure, 
as if there were a few more precious mmutes, and then 
the end From far away the clocks of Pans disagreed, 
melancholily, about the hour of one 
"You're cold," he said 
She shook her head 

He had an instinct to carry her somewhere To 
pick her up and step over obstacles To carry her for 
miles, and set her down gently m some chosen place 
He looked about him with this idea in his head, but 
they were on a balcony 
"Stephanie, is this final 
She nodded, and clung to the lapels of his coat 
Within him something died 

"We must go in," he said "We can't stay 
here " 

She nodded 

"Can you face it ^ Can you face the room 
She nodded 

Very gently he detached the little bag she carried, 
opened it, and found a mirror 
"I'll hold It, "he said 

Suddenly she flung her arms passionately round him 
They kissed 

"Good-bye, mon Gary " 

"Good-bye nothing he replied forcefully "This is 
where I begin " 

"It IS good-bye," she repeated 
For answer, he released her and stood up with a 
gesture of finality She moved the mirror in his hand 
to the right angle, and attended to her face 
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When he thought she had done ''Ready he 
asked 

He popped the mirror back in the bag and gave it to 
her Then he began very gently to open the window of 
the room The noise of the music grew louder When 
the gap was wide enough he put his head through He 
beckoned She came up to him, and he put an arm 
round her in the position of the dance They slipped in 
quietly in time to the music and danced from the 
shadows into the bright light , unobserved U nobser ved ^ 

"A-ha^’' came the voice of Prince Paul loudly, 
triumphantly, accusingly 

Prince Paul, with the greatest possible elegance, but 
nevertheless in a condition of advanced intoxication, 
was coming towards them, waving his long cigarette- 
holder and eying them with humorous malevolence 
through the glass m one eye 

"Let's get out of here," muttered Gary, dancing m 
the other direction 

"So exclaimed Prince Paul "You run away from 
me, eh ^ But it's no use I say it’s sno use ^ I saw you 
on the balcony, my Grand Vizier and my betro — betro 
— fiancee" He followed them round boisterously, 
unsteadily, as they danced "You ai range the petite 
morganatique, eh ^ That is very cosy " 

"Paul ^ Go away 

"Oho f Je moccupe de ga ^ The Herenrary 
Princess and the Grand Vizier ^ C’est gentil, n'esi-ce- 
pas ^ The Grand Vizier is a spy ’ He told me so 
hi'self Is sail right, my dear — you needn't look 
startled Is sail done for money What these Ameri- 
cans will do for money isalabsoluly amazing " 

"Pauli" 

'‘Shut up, will you Gary said 

"Of course You didn't know^'' Prince Paul 
continued "He's being paid by ol' Reynaud i Isn' it 
wonderful ^ Thousands an' thousands of pounds, from 
the treasury of Monte Cnsto Thousands'n thousands'n 
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thous — of pounds, to fall in love with you, stop you 
marrying me, and make a beauhful mess of the 
revolu 

Gary’s fist shot out It made abrupt and painful 
contact with the teeth of the Prince’s mouth It sent 
His Hereditary Highness rocketing backwards in a 
ridiculous arc, to hit the floor with a resounding thud 
which startled the orchestra and brought the other 
guests rushing in a horrified stampede He lay there 
very still The orchestra stumbled into discordant 
silence 

The Princess Stephanie faced Gary with a dead- white 
face 

Gary hung his head and examined his broken 
knuckles 

'‘You can deny this she asked 

“Well, no,“ said Gary, “and on the other hand, yes 

You see “ he stopped with sudden hopelessness 

“Yeah,“ he admitted “True enough ” 

“I think,” said Stephanie, “that you had better go ” 

“Yeah,” agreed Gary slowly “I guess I better had 
I’m sorry I had to bust the Prince The episode seems 
about closed, anyway Well ” He nodded 
generally to the assembly “Good night, folks Sleep 
tight ^ Wake sober 

He strode out through a lane which formed for him 

Timmins was at the door 

“I’m extremely sorry, Mr Williams, sir If there is 
anything — ^ — ” 

“That’s all right,” said Gary, running down the 
stairs “G’night ” 




PART FIVE 




CHAPTER T IRTEEN 


The next morning, at seven hours thirty of the 
clock precisely, a tall figure, with a rather shapeless 
hat and a very thick overcoat, might have been ob- 
served making his way along the Rue de la Boetie, 
furtively carrying a longish brown-paper parcel 
The Rue la Boetie wakes early Already the shutters 
were coming down from the shop windows Stout 
ladies w^ere staggering about with pails of soapy water 
Cafe propiietors, with enormous arms, were venting 
their early-morning tempers on terrified youths who 
were arriving by bicycle with yard-long bundles of 
bread, and the pavements clattered with the high heels 
of the midmettes tripping bareheaded to work 
The loose-limbed one arrived outside the two tall 
doors which separated No I4bis from the outside 
w orld, gazed up at them, whistled innocently, scratched 
his jaw, and turned to cast a reflective eye upon the 
pavement Having surveyed the terrain to his satis- 
faction, he pulled the parcel from under his arm and 
began to struggle with the knots in the string They 
defied him Still whistling angelically, he searched in 
his pockets for a knife He had no knife He struggled 
with the string again, trying to tear it off, but it was 
that thick, French, rope-like stuff, and the young lady 
in the shop had done her best with it 
He looked about him 

A few doors farther up the road there was a caf6 
Gary approached it purposefully and planked dowm a 
copper com loudly on the counter 
''Matches,'' he said 
"D^s allumetteSy monsteur 
"You heard me " 

The matches were planked like the penny on the 
counter 
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'^Thanks/' Gary said 

He whistled again and made his way, with noticeable 
unostentation, back to his pitch Then he struck a match 
and carefully set light to the string m various strategic 
places He burnt his fingers and swore The string 
popped apart here and there, and he tore off a great 
quantity of paper and corrugated cardboard to disclose 
one of those artists' three-legged stools which collapse 
into a single piUar if the three-cornered seat of canvas is 
not stretched to hold them in their place 
The mechanics of the thing puzzled him for a while 
and he pinched his finger in it , but by studying the 
diagrams carefully in a page of printed directions he 
finally erected it to his satisfaction and stood it up 
before the doors He screwed the paper and string into 
a ball and looked about him for somewhere to dispose 
of it A street cleaner passed at that moment with a 
little metal cait 

''Pardon!'' said Gary, tossing it to him 
He caught it deftly and thrust it into a hatch in his 
cart without altering his expresssion or uttenng a 
word 

Gary sat down on the stool 

The next thing that happened was that the concierge 
came and opened the two big doors He glanced at 
Gary without much interest 
"B on] our, monsieur 

Gary saluted him by exploding a handful of fingers at 
his right temple Then he took out a paper packet of 
Camels, jerked one out by flicking the packet against 
his knee, lit it and settled down to wait 

There were other people who stopped for a moment 
to take a passing interest in Gary There was, for 
example, the proprietor of the cafe from whom he had 
bought the matches, who thrust his head through the 
doorway once or twice and eventually stood on the 
pavement for a minute or so, with his fists on his hips, 
in solid immobility, before he expectorated neatly 
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through a grating and retired within Gary took no 
notice of him 

There was also an errand-boy on a bicycle, who came 
up whistling, sat propped for a little while with one 
foot against the kerbstone, took in the details of the 
scene with careful attention, and, when he had had his 
fill of it, rode away whistling 

Then there came two nuns with floppy white hats 
who whispered together furtively before they hastened 
away with that cunous rotatory movement of the feet 
evinced alike by nuns and the advertisement figure of 
the Old Dutch Cleanser 

Presently the workers began to arrive at the doorway 
They were mostly black-coated young men with glasses, 
pale faces and preoccupied expressions, who hurried up 
with clean white handkerchiefs and brief-cases Some 
of them threw him an unnoticing glance, others not 
Three of them, at different times, when they had gone 
rapidly in through the doorway, came back at leisure 
for a further look They explored all the possibilities 
of the situation, did a few quick sums in mental 
arithmetic, and returned sorrowfully to work There 
were also some girls Some of them were pretty girls 
All of them were neat They arrived mostly in couples, 
tossing their curls m the morning air, and were more 
exercised, it seemed, with the sexual possibilities of the 
sudden encounter than with curiosity as to its cause 
Most of them stood arm in arm for a moment m pairs 
and laughed Some of them gave him a "‘Bonjoiir, 
monsieur These, also, he saluted with a handful of 
fingers 

Shortly after nine o'clock the racket of the typewriters 
was in full cry The workers were m the hive Then 
the first-comers of the leisurely ones began to put m 
their appearance An occasional limousme sidled down 
the street A lady in fur stopped at the shop wmdows, 
examined them, stopped at Gary, exammed him, 
continued to the next shop window and exammed that 
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The cafe proprietor had also favoured him with a 
further inspection, this time lasting a full ten minutes 
At about nine-fifteen the concierge, who had been 
quietly wielding a broom behmd him, came and dusted 
absent-mindedly beneath his feet Then he stood for 
some time watching Gary and pushing his beret on one 
side to scratch his head 

''Monsieur desire quelque chose he enquired at last 
"Oui/* said Gary, speaking with calculated and 
elaborate distinctness "Je de-sire Mademoiselle Du- 
bois 

The man's face lit up 

"Ah/' said he, delighted at the thought "Vous 
desirez mademoiselle Aha I Oho I Aha f Tout est 
corner end I Tout est pardonne / Oh, ho, ho, ho f" 

He went away, grumbling with succulent laughter in 
his chest, and wagging his head 

A few minutes later he came back, with his wife, to 
display the phenomenon 

"II est impassione avec Mademoiselle Dubois," he 
explained 

"Cest vrai she exclaimed, nodding her head, and 
hugging her stomach in a motherly way "Cest un 
roman, n'est-ce-pas 

"Ah oui f Cest un roman 

For a long time they surveyed him, nodding their 
heads, and then, chuckling to each other, they 
withdrew, and could be heard for the next half-hour 
arguing very rapidly and happily in the office 
Thereafter the good concierge and his good lady 
look a proprietary interest in Gary and his affairs At 
eleven o'clock it was madame who came out, to re- 
assure herself that he was still at his post, to smile at 
him m a happy, motherly way, and to inform an agent de 
police, two chauffeurs, three small girls, and an artist 
with a beard ‘ 'll est enamoure de Mademoiselle Dubois " 
"Ah they exclaimed, severally and individually, 
nodding and repeatmg the information to one another 
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111 case they should not have heard ' 'll est enamoure de 
Mademotselle Duhovs 

The intelligence spread as the little group of watchers 
disintegrated and was re-formed by the addition of 
several newcomers The word was passed along from 
mouth to mouth It was elaborated, commented upon, 
argued about, and treated with immense respect and 
sympathy "II est enamoured said they, nodding their 
heads and shifting to obtam a better view, and at length 
departmg, with a quick whisper to any fresh arrival 
who displayed a tendency to ]om the group, "II est 
enamouri de Mademoiselle Dubois The citizens of the 
Rue de la Bo^tie understood 
At half past one it was the good concierge who put in a 
grinning appearance and sheepishly produced a paper bag 
''Monsieur’s grand passion has not rendered him 
devoid of appetite 

"Say ^ That’s darned nice of you declared Gary, 
falling to with relish on the sour bread and saucisson 
de Lyon 

Since it was, by now, the lunch interval, a rather 
larger crowd found the leisure to take an interest in 
the proceedings There were three young ladies m 
neatly cut coats and skirts, four postmen, an assort- 
ment of small boys, a distinguished elderly gentleman 
with the Legion of Honour, and several of the inhabitants 
of the building who congregated in the porch and dain- 
tily consumed such repasts as they had brought with 
them, in attache-cases, for company 

At a quarter to two a large open car, driven by a 
gentleman with a blue chin, a monocle, and three 
fashionably dressed ladies of vaguely immoral appear- 
ance, parked itself securely by the kerb and remained 
there while its occupants smoked gold-tipped cigarettes 
A few minutes later the cafe propnetor up the road 
made a brilliant and strategic rearrangement of his 
tables with such scuffling and begging of pardons and 
dropping of napkms, whereby his chents were enabled 

L 
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to obtain a more satisfactory view without the 
necessity of twistmg their necks 

At one-fifty a vendor of smutty postcards, sensing, 
as he thought, a sympathetic market for his wares, 
succeeded in reducing the numbers of the group con- 
siderably After a violent altercation with the gentle- 
man with the Legion of Honour, however, he departed, 
greasily crestfallen, and, his influence removed, the 
crowd soon regained satisfactory proportions 

At two o’clock precisely, that same small boy with 
the beret, the short socks, and the initials B F , who 
had sung arpeggios on the day of Gary’s first music 
lesson, butted his way through the encirclmg ranks and 
presented himself with feet akimbo 

“Qu’est-ce-que tu fats Id he demanded rudely 
The situation was made clear to the child by a dozen 
eager members of his immediate entourage ‘ ‘He dies of 
love for Mademoiselle Dubois ' Ah, what patience ’ 
What passion > What humility ' See how he suffers 
Le pauvre amant ” 

"Better beat it, sonny,’’ Gary said "I don’t under- 
stand the lingo, but it doesn’t sound suitable for little 
boys Now beat it, will you, before I push your nasty 
little face m '’’ 

“Qu’est-ce-qu’tl dit? Qu’est-ce-qu’tl dit?" whispered 
the crowd to one another 

"And that goes for the whole bunch’’’ said Gary 
angrily "Scram, will you ’ Before I have to read the 
Riot Act ’’ 

But nobody beat it except the small boy, who went 
m to his arpeggios 

On the contrary, the crowd of watchers rapidly 
increased It had now reached a size which was, of 
Itself, an attraction It spread out mto the roadway so 
that the big green buses, with their round boiler fronts, 
were forced to crawl past its extremities, while the 
human flies on their tailboards craned and shouted the 
inevitable question 
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'' Qu' est-ce-qu' il arrive 
''II est enamoure de Mademoiselle Dubois 
At a quarter past two the Grand Duchess Eulalie, 
informed evidently of what was going on by the small 
boy m socks, arrived in her most frigid mood and 
demanded "Monsieur f What is this 
“Bodyguard, sister,'' said Gary laconically 
“Bodyguard 

“Yep," said Gary ' 'Protection ' ' 

“Against what asked the Grand Duchess 
“Palace Hotel," said Gary, “and the Society de 
whatsit " 

“That is too gangster," answered the Grand Duchess 
“It IS ridiculous " 

“Have it your own way, sister, but here I am and 
here I stay ' ’ 

“If you do not go immediately I shall inform the 
police " 

“OK, go ahead Inform eveiybody you want " 
“I shall do so immediately," said the Giand Duchess, 
retreating with hauteur, while the crowd made way for 
her 

The crowd buzzed with excitement 
“It IS the mother >" they assured one another “It is 
the mother of his adored ^ It is Madame Dubois * Ah, 
quel type f She has turned and re-entered with 
hauteur It is not convenient, that Mon Dieu, but 
it IS not sympathetic ^ See how he tortures himself with 
emotion ^ He is impassioned ^ He is erotic ^ What 
sufferings ’ What agony ’ It is pretty to watch 
She should take some notice of that " 

At half past two a thrusting young man with a tiny 
waist and a furry green hat created a sudden disturb- 
ance He arrived in a taxiand immediately set to 
work to employ French Rugby Union tactics on the 
multitude With infectious excitement, and dark 
eyes burning in a pale face, he swam brutally through 
the human sea with a frenzied overhand stroke which 
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inflicted severe damage and left a fury of vociferous 
recrimination in his wake 

Ld f'’ shouted the angry voices, and fists 
were raised '‘Assass^n f Ftche to% la petne 
The young man heeded not at all With invincible 
determination he breasted the crowd He drew closer 
Hats were flying Ladies with parcels produced 
startling effects of explosion, as if they were bombs 
He was quite close now His breath was commg in 
short gasps His green hat was shapeless There was 
blood behind one of his ears, but his eyes still burned 
with that consuming flame He landed in front of Gary 
and whipped a notebook and pencil out of his pocket 
'‘Je sms la presse, monsieur,'' he panted ''Avez- 
vous quelque chose a declarer 

*'Nice work, partner Say, what didyo^^ do in the 
Great War?^^ 

The young man scribbled furiously 
''On dit que vous desirez unejeune fille, monsieur 
Gary regarded him wuth disapproval 
‘'Doesn't anyone speak United States around here 
“No spik," answered the young man, scribbling 
rapidly ' 'Maisje comprends unpeu 

“Comprenny, eh 

"Vous desirez effectuer un liaison simple, monsieur^ 
Ou vous contemplez le manage 

“Yeah ’ I got you that time," said Gary, screwing 
his face wnth the effort of comprehension “Sure, I 
contemplate manage 

"Ah f" said the young man, covering sheets m some 
sort of shorthand 

“Have you got that straight ^ Lm one of these old- 
fashioned guys, understand 

"Oai, oui, ouif" exclaimed the reporter, scribbling 
"Manage ^ T out confort f" 

The young man was only the first of his species 
There came another, and another, and another, battling 
through the crowd By three o’clock Gary was 
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surrounded by fifteen of them, all m pointed shoes, 
all with pointed noses, all scribbling madly on their 
writing-blocks 

By three-fifteen the first flashlight began to flicker 
against the gloomy afternoon 
By three-thirty a perfect battery of cameras focused 
their evil eyes upon him in a malevolent semicircle, 
photographing him from this angle, from that angle, 
and even from above, where some pioneer spirit had 
attained access to a balcony by means of a ladder 
By a quarter to four the first edition of the news was 
being cned upon the streets The shrill voices of the 
newsboys came floatmg from afar ''Sensation pas- 
sionelle t Sensation passtonelle t Pans-Soir t Sit-down 
strike of a lover Pans-Sotrl Sensation passionelle t'' 
At a few minutes after four the crowd stretched for 
two-thirds of the way across the road, and the traffic 
was piled up in confusion on either side as far as the 
eye could reach 

At five minutes past the hour came the first talkie 
van, a vast affair, with two men cranking methodically 
upon its roof 

A few minutes later there v ere two 
A few minutes later there were no less than four 
The fortune of the cafe proprietor w^as already made 
Enterpnsing men on the opposite side of the street 
were crying window accommodation at ten francs a 
half-hour 

A horde of ferocious police, m capes, arrived to take 
charge of the situation, but on havmg the matter ex- 
plained to them broke into smiles of understanding 
and forgiveness and contented themselves with the 
helpful task of assisting the traffic to filter through 
small spaces left m the roadway by the simple expedient 
of blowing shrill blasts on their whistles and menacing 
the drivers with their batons 

At half past four precisely, anyone who hovered at 
the periphery of attention might have noticed a sudden 
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electrical increase of tension, a pressing forward, a 
surging, a low, long-drawn, exclamatory ''Ah In the 
distance, near the two tall doors, the sporadic illumin- 
ation of the flashlights was suddenly quickened in 
tempo so that it became almost one continuous 
dancing glare The crowd strained and moaned with 
vicarious emotion "EUe est Id they cned "Cast 
elle f Ah, comme elle est ravissante f Ah, comma alia est 
belle f Elle est charmante ^ La belle Mademoiselle Dubois 
Somewhere a woman fainted Somewhere a bell 
rang in agitation Somewhere an ambulance dashed 
up The silhouetted figures danced on top of the 
talkie cars and wound excitedly Men crouched with 
headphones on their ears Then, led by one rare spirit 
with an appreciation of the emotional application of 
the higher frequencies, the chorus of motor-homs began 
"Peep, peep, p^^p> P^^P» P^^p!'' cried the 

voice of the leader, with both hands pressed in the 
centre of the wheel 

"Peep ^ Peeeeeeep f'' answered the others, en- 
thusiastically taking up the cry 

The cacophony was deafening, indescribable 
‘'You are making me ridiculous Stephanie shouted 
above the dm 

“Not half so ridiculous,'' he shouted back, “as Tm 
making myself Say, what's the matter with these 
darned Parisians, anyway^ Can't a guy give his best 
girl protection without half the city turning up to take 
snaps ^ Aren't they used to gang warfare around here ^ ' ' 
She laughed scornfully, shrilly audible 
“Gang warfare 

“Sure It's wart That guy Reynaud means 
busmess " 

She stared at him, disbelieving 
“You are serious ^ ' ' 

‘ T was never more serious m my life," he declared 
She laughed again 
“You are too absurd t ' ' 
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‘'Say ^ Listen He put his hands to his mouth 
“This guy Reynaud’s pretty desperate '' 

“He must be/' she agieed “He employed you " 

‘ 'He certainly did ' ' 

“For which he cannot be forgiven " 

“That's all right," he yelled “Maybe I deserve it 
But when that guy threatens to bump my Stephanie off 
I'm going to stay here and see that he doesn’t, see^ I 
don't care whether you feel ridiculous or not So 
long as you stay inside that's all right with me Do I 
care if I make a traffic block that stops him from getting 
within a mile of the place ^ No fear He paused, 
coughing “Gosh, I'm becoming one of these eloquent 
guys " 

She put her hands on her hips in an attitude of 
derision 

“Bump off^' She laughed “How are they to 
bump me off in the Rue de la Boetie ^ " 

He put a hand to one ear 
“This is Pans, mon cher " 

' 'Why, so it is ’ " he exclamied m pretended astonish- 
ment “Gee, I thought it was Runtama " 

' 'Will you please go ^ " she demanded angrily 
He crossed his legs the other way 
“I'll go," he bawled at her, “when I have your defin- 
ite verbal undei taking not to walk out of these doors 
without ringing me first \^Tierever you go. I'm 
coming with you ” 

“I think," she said, “that you are talking nonsense ” 
“Yeah ^ Well, I'm doing the thinking around here Do 
I get the undertaking, or do I contact the undertaker 
She stamped her foot 

“You will do as I tell you," she ordered “You 
will please go In a moment I shall become passionate ' ' 
“It's all right with me," he assured her “I can be 
passionate too Ask anybody Ask these people " 
He waved a hand “Aren’t I one of these passionate 
guys ^ Don't you read the papers ^ Haven't you 
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seen tonight's Pans-Soir'> Haven't yon found time 
to get around to the movies lately 
Six flashlights went off at once 
''Now get this, honey I'm afraid I must forbid 
you to leave this place alone " 

She tapped with her foot threateningly on the pave- 
ment 

"You forhd me 

"I certamly do," shouted Gary, and lit a Camel 
She sighed 

She turned on her heel and walked straight through 
the crowd 

The crowd seemed to expect Gary to do something 
He did it He flung his cigarette to the pavement, 
stamping it out with his heel as he rose Then he 
strode after her through the narrow passage in the ranks, 
which was expectantly held open for him As he 
passed grimly through there was a burst of hand- 
clapping from the ladies, and the gentlemen respect- 
fully removed their hats 

The thing became an absurd travesty of the Pied 
Piper On went Stephanie, marching with head erect, 
round the corner by Felix Potm, and down the Boule- 
vard Mallesherbes Then Gary, pounding purposefully 
behind, about twenty paces in the rear, and glancing 
gnmly from side to side Then a mighty concourse, 
headed by dodging and genuflecting photographers, 
stiffened by the cumbrous, elephantine amble of the 
talkie vans, and tailed by several thousand excited, 
chattering, vivacious and enthusiastic people 

Two hundred paces down the Boulevard Mallesherbes 
there is, on the right-hand side, a narrow turning which 
loses itself in a maze of amorphous back-premises, a 
tangle of garages, unsuspected restaurants, and the 
service entrances to this, that and the other enterpnse 
of the Rue de la Boetie With some thought, perhaps, 
of dodging down a place too narrow for those lumbering 
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vans to follow, Stephanie turned down this and broke 
into a run 
Gary ran too 

The photographers ran too, dancing like the members 
of a fantastic ballet in their endeavours to obtain at 
least some aspect of their quarries' faces Down the 
nairow passage the whole crowd poured 
Stephanie ran faster 

His arms bent smartly at the elbows, Gaiy 
trundled m pursuit 

She dodged this way She twisted that 
After her dodged and twisted Gary and the better- 
conditioned of their pursuers Down tortuous streets 
they went, up alleyways, down passages, under arches, 
in and out of courtyards, helter-skelter, racing, pounding, 
doubling back, and so, abruptly, into the Rue de la Boetie 
It was foolish of Stephanie to turn once again into the 
Rue de la Boetie, or perhaps it w^as simply thoughtless, 
or yet again, defiant The thing happened in a flash 
She ran round the corner with her head turned, to 
throw a tempestuous glance at her hariiers Perhaps 
she shouted something, because her mouth was open 
Running like this she missed the pavement, tripped, 
recovered her balance, and stood in the roadway, 
furiously facing Gary, at the precise moment at which 
a large American saloon with w^hite-walled tyres 
suddenly caught sight of her and accelerated with 
hair-raising efficiency and obviously murderous intent 
Gary's acceleration beat that of the car 
‘Took oiit ’"he yelled 

He dived for her, caught her with the full foice of 
his momentum round her waist There was a scream of 
tyres, a rush of wand, two unshaven faces in a back 
window — and two people clutching each other in the 
roadway while traffic streamed on either side 

“See what I mean asked Gary quietly His face 
was very white 

She fled from him without a word 
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As GARY STOOD IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROAD AND 
watched the big machine disappear from sight round a 
right-hand bend, v/ith that plunging motion which is a 
peculiarity of American cars when driven violentty, he 
experienced an icy sensation at the back of his ears 
The last fragment of musical-comedy atmosphere was 
abruptly shattered and in its place arose an air of 
definite menace There was an indescribable realism 
about that headlong rush, a deadly seriousness in the 
thing's beetling prow, a sinister suggestion of mechan- 
ical ruthlessness m its swift and silent gathering of 
speed He plticked off his hat and stared after it, 
combing his hair with his fingers 

'‘Phew /"he said 

Not so good For a long time he stood in the 

middle of the roadway while anxious pictures super- 
imposed themselves on each other m his brain A 
crowd of gangsters The rat-tat-tat of machine-guns 
The scream of sirens The coming and going of the 
cai had uncovered the little place which is kept in 
every modern mind for a neurosis about these things 
Not so good ^ With a sweeping glance he discovered 
a telephone booth He bolted for it and dialled her 
number 

“Elysees vtngt-cinq vingt-sept Came her voice 
"Allo^" 

“Are you all right 

A click answered him He swore, "God darn the 
woman and dialled again 

He heard the bell ringing in his ear, and stared up 
under furrowed brows at her windows opposite The 
ringing stopped 

"Hallo ^ Are you there ^ Hey ^ Can you hear 
me ^ Stephanie 

170 
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The line was silent She had taken off the receiver 
"'Operator f Hey* Operator He rattled the 
rest, turned all the handles in sight, pressed button A, 
button B, showered in twenty-five centime pieces, and 
eventually obtained the operator 

"£lys6es twenty-five twenty-seven ^ V%ngt-cinq 
vingt-sept f And say, sister * Heterodyne it, will you ^ 
The receiver's oft " 

He waited, grimacing with impatience He heard 
the high-pitched whine which he knew lifted up its 
tiny voice from the receiver m the flat 
‘'Pas de reponse, monsieur " 

" 'Hell f Okay, sister Thanks all the same " 

He crashed out of the box and stood gazing up 
What should "A" do now ^ 

He turned in disgust, and beheld a black marble slab 
with the words, chiselled in faded gilt, "Chambres 
meublees " He turned in at once and interviewed a 
woman with sandy streaks in her grey hair 

"T want one of these chambers myoubly Have you 
got one overlooking the street 
"Sur la rue ^ Mats out, monsieur 
"It’s mine,” Gary said " "Will you fetch my baggage 
over from the Ritz ^ ” 

The lady's eyes opened wide with respect and aston- 
ishment " 'Hotel RitZy monsieur ' 

""Yeah,” Gary said 
" Monsieur a perdu sa fortune 

"Yeah,” Gary agreed peidoo ma Joitmie, 

paiperdoo ma fille Et aussi j'ai peidoo la ploom de ma 
tante Is there a telephone 

"Out, monsieur ^lystes vmgi-deux trente-sept ” 
"Thanks, ma ” Gary walked across the road, took 
a tw^o-hundred-franc note out of his wallet and thumbed 
it under the nose of the concierge 
"Mademoiselle Dubois,'' he whispered 
"Om, oui, monsieur ^ Mademoiselle Dubois t Ah 
comme elle est ravissaute ^ Comme elle est ” 
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''Yeah We know all about that Now let’s try 
and get this across Every-time-she-comes-out 
'‘Pardon, 

"Mademoiselle Dubois go out — you telephone 
"Om, om, mom%eur V 
' 'Have you got that ^ Well, say it ’ ’ 

"Mademoiselle Dubois va sortir" — he made a gesture 
indicative of a body passing into the street — "je " — ^he 
pointed to himself — "vous'' — he pointed to Gary — "tele- 
phone ” 

'That’s right," said Gary "Two hundred francs " 
" M er Cl, monsieur f Merciinfmiment^ Mercimillefois 
Gary wagged a finger at him "Mind you do 
Every time Understand ^ Every-time-Mademoiselle- 

Dubois-go-out ’ ’ 

' 'Om, oui Je voiis telephone ’ ’ 

Gary put his hands expressively at the concierge’s 
throat "If you let her go out once without letting me 
know ’’ 

The concierge’s eyes rolled "Oui, oui, monsieur 
Entendu ’ ’ 

"That’s fine,’’ said Gary "filysees two-two-three- 
seven Better let me write it down ’ ’ 

He wrote it down, and the concierge, taking a pencil 
from his waistcoat, licked it and, with immense delib- 
eration, placed a neat line across the tail of the seven 


He settled himself in his new home to v/ait He did 
not have to wait very long It was that very night, as 
he stood m the darkened room, looking out through the 
tall lace curtains of the window, that he became aware 
of the watcher 

The watcher took shape in the rotund bowler-hatted 
figure of a little man who wandered aimlessly about 
the pavement opposite His peculiarity was that he 
was never still He was most actively and nervously 
engaged upon nothing He placed his hands firmly 
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behind his back and leaned forward to peer intently 
down a dram He stood jerkily upright, took six paces 
smartly to the westward, stopped, fumbled anxiously 
in all his pockets, and lit a cigarette In the jumping 
light of it Gary caught a momentary glimpse of shining 
apple-cheeks and piggy eyes Then the flame vanished 
abruptly, and the little man, vith quick excitable 
gestures, walked up to the two tall doors, kicked one 
of them, took six steps backwards on his toes, spun 
round, removed his bowler hat, smoothed his hair, re- 
placed his hat, looked left, looked right, looked down 
the dram, extinguished the cigarette between two 
fingers, put the remainder of it behind his ear, put his 
hands behind his back, gazed up, so that he would have 
seen Gary if Gary had not quickly dodged, looked down 
again, put his hands in his pockets, and began pacing 
up and down with busy strides 
For twD hours Gary watched him, and he was m 
constant movement all the time He darted about 
with all the nervous, irritable indecision of the domestic 
hen He was infuriating, but he w^as also sinister 
There w^as something about that ceaseless, un- 
flagging energy which affected Gary with a queer 
sensation of strain, as if the pulse of things became 
erratic and worked suddenly faster His movements 
were so quick, his glances were so abrupt Many times, 
when all seemed safe, and his attention riveted upon 
some object at the far end of the street, the little man 
had revolved with startling rapidity upon his heel and 
Gary had dodged involuntarily back into the darkness 
Once he could have sworn that he had been seen, 
but the last lighted bus which thundered past on its 
way home shed its glare upon him, and Gary saw" that 
the round face which stared up at him peered up with 
its eyes shut Or were they shut ^ With those 
little piggy eyes it was so hard to tell 

Gary reached back into the room for the plate of 
bananas which his landlady had left for him on the 
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table, and peeled and ate one very slowly indeed 
When he had finished it he reached back again with his 
hand, pitched the skin on the table, and, feeling like 
a blind man, sought for and found the telephone 

He rang her up, and her voice answered him as it had 
answered before, giving the number of her telephone 
' ‘ Stephanie — — ' 

A click He shrugged, put the telephone back on 
the table, felt for and found another banana 

At two o'clock in the morning, when the clocks of 
Pans agreed majestically to differ, the little man, who 
had been pacing furiously westward, suddenly continued 
in that direction without looking back once, and was 
lost to sight Another vigil was over Gary smoked a 
cigarette in the darkness, then drawing the curtains and 
flicking on the light, sank upon his bed, yawned, wagged 
his head to himself, said ' 'Geeze", or words to that effect, 
took off his shoes, cleaned his teeth, and went to bed 
In the morning the little man was at his post again 
It was nearly nine when Gary saw him first, and there 
was no telling how long he had been there Gary 
cursed himself for a sleep-ridden hound, and became 
lost for a little while in admiration for the way m 
which that same erratic activity, which had seemed so 
odd m a deserted street, fitted, in the daytime, into the 
bustle and activity which went on all around The 
little man took his place automatically in the street 
scene At one moment he gazed into a shop wnndow 
A moment later he seemed just to have arrived, and 
was but one of twenty persons who had stepped off 
from a bus A few seconds later he was waiting for a 
friend Another twenty and he was waiting for a gap 
m the traffic to cross the road Another ten, and he 
had apparently crossed it without once having left the 
pavement, and was bustling off for an appointment 
A moment later he was sauntering away from a cafe 
with a new packet of cigarettes Then the telephone 
rang Gary hurled himself upon the instrument 
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It was his friend the concierge ''Mademoiselle va 
descendre par Vascenseur, monsieur '' 

‘'Gee ^ Is that elevator working 
"Om, yyionsieur '' 

“Stop it ^ Stall it f Open the door oi something 
Keep her in conversation '' 

He flung on his clothes like a fighting cock fighting, 
and without waiting to tie his shoes or to fasten the 
tie about his neck, clattered out of the place, buttoning 
buttons as he went 

Silently he blessed the concierge Stephanie and the 
Grand Duchess and that woithy were deep in a tri- 
^ partite argument about the machinations of the lift 
'at the foot of the stairs as he arrived, in breathless 
excitement 

The concierge bowed to him with a gruff absence of 
recognition, and retired 
Stephanie looked m the other direction 
“Good morning, brother,'' said the Grand Duchess 
gravely ‘ ‘More bodj^guard stuff ^ There is something 
very Lord Byron about your tie " 

“I only ]ust got up," explained Gary shortly 
“You're being watched " 

The Gland Duchess stiffened "Watched ^ What 
do you mean, young man ^ How^ do you know 
“Little guy outside on the street," said Gary, pantmg 
“Wearing a derby and clucking about like a pigeon 
looking for gram He was there for four and a half 
hours last night Went away at two o'clock He's 
outside again this morning " 

“Dear me," said the Grand Duchess 
“I am not afraid," said Stephanie 
“Maybe not," said Gary 

There was a pause while the Grand Duchess looked 
sharply at Stephanie, and Stephanie looked out tow^ards 
the street, and Gary faced them anxious, panting and 
dishevelled In the end it was Stephanie who spoke, 
staring severely at a point just above Gary's head 
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'The Grand Duchess and I/' she said/ 'are grateful for 
the information We thank you Are you coming, Aunt^ ’ ' 
The Duchess hesitated "Very well, dear,’' she 
agreed, a little nervously "Perhaps we shall see you 
some other time, Mr Williams 

"Just turn your head around any time you like,” 
Gary assured her, "and remember what happened 
yesterday ' ' 

"Yesterday^” said the Grand Duchess, stopping 
short ' 'Something has happened yesterday ^ ’ 

"Really, Aunt Stephanie interrupted quickly "Are 
we not taking rather a lot of this gentleman’s time 
"It wasn’t anything very much,” said Gary "Simply 
that I saved her life I happened to be passing at the 
time ’ ’ 

"A shot the Grand Duchess asked quickly 
"No An automobile ” 

Stephanie shrugged impatiently "He is exagger- 
ating It was an accident ’ ’ 

This time it w^as Gary’s turn to stare just above 
Stephanie’s head He stared with such fixity that 
presently she faltered and turned, with curiosity and 
foreboding He was staring at the lift, which hung 
suspended about eighteen inches above the first-floor 
level Stephanie quickly put the back of her wrist to 
her mouth with a gasp of fright 

'‘Qu'est-ce-qutl-y-a demanded the Grand Duchess, 
frowmmg Then she saw it too 

'‘Converge yelled Gary ‘'Hey, conaerge f Come 
here a minute, will you 

The concierge came bustling at an excitable but in- 
effective double ‘'Monsieur 

"See anything about that elevator 
The concierge looked up, screwing his eyes "He 
lives where I arrested him, monsieur ’ ’ 

"Take a look at that rope,” said Gary quietly 
The concierge’s mouth dropped open He yam- 
mered The Grand Duchess sat down with a quick 
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corkscrew motion on the bottom step of the stairs and 
leant her head against the wall 

''Yeah/' said Gary slowly "I guess that's how we 
all feel " He took the piece qf cardboard with the 
word 'Reparations' on it, which was lying on the floor, 
and hung it on the handle of the open door Then he 
turned on his heel, walked out with long grim strides 
into the street, and hailed a taxi He opened the door 
"Waiti" 

"Om, monsieur " 

The little man in the bowler hat darted swiftly to the 
couturier's window and became absorbed m the two 
portions of a black woollen bathing suit Gary walked 
->up to him and put an arm round his shoulder 
"Howya he demanded affectionately 
The little man struggled like an eel 
"Hey J No you don't Gary held his head m the 
crook of his elbow "Well * It certainly is a surprise 
running into you Say, it certainly is a small world ^ 
Now what d’you know about that 
He eased him, ca]olingly, towards the taxi door 
"That's a darned nice tie you're wearing, Henry 
Is your name Henry ^ Well, that certainly is a swell tie 
Now In here, Henry In you go, old pal of my boy- 
hood days Urtcha > Gently does it Now , here we go " 
He lifted him up still by means of the arm round his 
neck and swung his little kicking legs on to the floor of 
the cab 

''There we are," said Gary brightly, altering his 
hold to a grip on the front of the collar He drew back 
his right arm, took careful aim, and put every ounce of 
strength into one vicious, deeply satisfying, piston- 
stroke to the jaw Then he closed the door tenderly 
upon the remains 

"Monte Cristo office, Champs Elysdes " 

"Bien, monsieur " 

Gary took a handkerchief from his pocket and 
wrapped it thoughtfully about his knuckles 


M 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


A WEEK PASSED A WEEK OF ANXIOUS WAITING A 
week whose absence of further incident took on the 
eerie quality of the quiet before the storm 

For a whole week Gary's increasing sense of disquiet 
was fed by the surprising and very curious absence of 
any sign of life from Stephanie and the Grand Duchess 
The two tall windows opposite remained obstinately 
closed Not once, from his own window, had he seen 
so much as a curtain move A dozen times a day he 
rang them on the telephone and the bell resounded"”^ 
faintly in what might have been an empty flat A 
dozen times a day he demanded of the concierge 
whether or not mademoiselle and madame had gone 
out They never had Twice, with an expression of 
deepening anxiety, he had bounded up the seven 
flights of stairs and, after a modest hesitation, had 
rung the doorbell insistently There was no reply 
Once he had beaten heavily on the door and shouted 
''Heyf It's me’ Gary’" 

He might have shouted in a tomb 

He spent hours every day watching from his 
window The pavement opposite remained strangely 
innocent of the apple-cheeked little man, or indeed of 
anyone who loitered with sinister intent The absence 
of any such thing, the complete vacuousness of those 
few dozen paving-stones, seemed to him to grow daily 
more sinister than would have seemed the presence of 
the watcher himself 

At the end of four days of this absolute immobility 
Gary had reached a condition of definite alarm By 
the sixth day his head became so filled with impossible 
forebodings and frantic imaginings that he admitted 
to himself that he was in what amounted to almost an 
agony of fear 
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The silence was getting him down, and he knew it 
The ordinary movement and hurry of people m the 
street, the passage of the traffic and the heartless 
concentration of the citizens of Pans upon their daily 
lives, filled him with such a sense of callousness that he 
grew resentful, and damned them for it No poster 
mentioned this hiding of a princess No newsboy cried 
aloud the news The people who shopped, and 
strolled, and strode to work, and fought their way home, 
knew nothing of what went on behind those two cur- 
tained windows They neither knew nor cared No 
light ever showed by night Indeed he came to 
wonder whether they were really there, whether, 
indeed, the summons of his telephone did ring m an 
empty fiat, whether the concierge lied, whether they 
were m hiding somewhere, whether perhaps — whether 
perhaps they had been made away with Did these 
things happen in Pans ^ If they did, one noticed 
nothing in the street Before him stretched rows of 
windows, all tall, all curtained, all closed, all blank to 
what went on behind them They said France was 
civilized, yet 

On the seventh day he could endure the strain no 
longer 

'‘Where are they^'" he pleaded of the concierge 
"Are they upstairs ^ How do you know they're up- 
stairs ^ Does anybody send food up to them ^ Have 
you seen them ^ Has anybody seen them 
‘"Mats non said the concierge 
"No food has gone up 

"They live perhaps out of tins, monsieur Je vous 
assu?e quils demem ant en haut " 

Gary banged the lid of his gmchet "Yes, but how 
do you know 

"They have not come out, monsieur " 

"Do you see everybody who comes out 
‘‘Mats naturellement, monsieur " 

"Is there a back way out 
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''Pour Us patrons, non '' 

'Tor the service 

The concierge laughed in a bass voice at the pre- 
posterous Ignorance of the question ''Pour les 
marchand^ses, hen sure f'' 

Gary compressed his lips 'Tm going up Fm 
going to break in 

The concierge expostulated hke the gomg-off of 
dynamite ' 'Mats, monsteur f ' 

"Have you had the elevator fixed ^ ' 

"Pas encore, monsteur Il-y-a des pettts reparattons ” 
"Come on," said Gary 

"Mats, monsteur^ Je protested There is a right, 
absolutely inalienable, that the privacy of the 
patrons — ■ — 

But Gary was already plunging up the stairs The 
concierge sighed, wiped his cheek with the ball of his 
thumb in doubt, and followed Gary reached the door 
a flight ahead, and beat on it desperately with both fists 
"Hey he yelled "Hey ^ Open up ^ Are you all 
rights Hey, Stephanie*" 

He was met with an ominous silence 
"Monsieur *" implored the concierge "I heg of you 
to desist I implore you to consider the reputation of 
these apartments Monsieur, I am at your feet " 

"Fm going in," Gary said shortly "Look out*" 
He took a run at the door and hurled himself against 
it with his shoulder It stood firm 
"Monsieur — — 

"Look out, will you * Stand away if you don’t want 
to get hurt" Gary repeated the assault The door 
resisted him with perfect dignity 
"Come on *" Gary said 

The concierge shrugged his shocked compliance 
They took up their positions 
"Are you ready ? — steady — umph *" 

The door crashed open Gary and the concierge 
tumbled into the room, clutching each other 
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The place was in darkness The blinds were drawn 
Gary flung them up, threw open the windows 
‘'Stephanie 5'' he shouted, rushing into the other room 
This, too, was dark. 

“Stephanie 

He let those blinds fly up too The room was 
scrupulously neat The piano was shut The fireplace 
was swept The ornate gilded sofa was hidden under 
a dust-sheet, and the enamelled clock upon the mantel- 
piece had stopped 

Gary and the concierge stared at each other 
“They've gone^“ said Gary wildly “Where have 
they gone to 

“They have departed by the service lift, monsieur " 
Gary looked over his shoulder and hurried into the 
bedroom He let the light upon it, slowly this time 
There were evidences of packing The big dressing- 
table in the window, which had once done service, he 
now realized, as a bar, showed a plain glass top The 
draw^ers beneath it w^hen he rattled them open were 
empty A few pieces of crumpled new^spaper, torn as 
if they had been used to stuft the inside of shoes, lay 
loosely in one corner He stooped and picked one of 
them up It was a Parisian evening newspaper, dated 
SIX days ago, and on the back page, in a tangle of 
sporting intelligence and photographs Le Match de 
Football, the crinkled face of Stephanie peered at him 
“Hey," said Gary ‘'Look at this " 

The concierge peered over his elbow^ 

‘'Mats, c'est Mademoiselle Dubois he exclaimed 
“Read it ^ Read it, man ’ For God's sake * WTiat 
does it say 

The concierge placed a pair of glasses upon his nose 
and read 

“SonAltesse Hereditatre — Elleestdofic uneptncesse 
“Yeah Go on, man ^ Go on 

“Who goes," said the concierge, translating, “to 
marry herself, Octobre cinq " 
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'‘Who went to marry herself/' Gary amended 
solemnly '"They stopped that all right " Suddenly 
his hand trembled as he held the paper 

“ Epouvantable the concierge was exclaiming, over 
and over again 

Gary pointed to the newspaper with a shaking finger 
'That's tomorrow he said 
"Om, om/' agreed the concierge noncommittally 
"Om Le ctnqmime, o'est demain " 

Gary scuffled the paper into a ball and then stared 
at the concierge with owlish eyes 

"My God^*' said Gary, sotto voce “Ifs murder t 
What are we going to do ^ How am I going to find out 
where they are 

"Le fiance suggested the concierge, mildly 
Gary thrust him out of the way, made for the door 
and bolted down the stairs like a man demented He 
flung out into the street and began running down it — 
and then stopped with a queer sense of having forgotten 
something There was something he should have 

noticed He turned and looked back He frowned, 
and advanced upon the phenomenon stealthily 
Two workmen on ladders busied themselves with the 
erection of an awning One of them was a little man 
with apple cheeks and piggy eyes 

For a full half-mmute Gary took m the fantastic 
details of this apparently amiable scene with every 
unpleasant sensation of blank dismay, of uncompre- 
hending fear The little man, observing that he 
appeared to be the object of attention, raised his bowler 
hat politely He spat upon his hands and, with a point- 
ing forefinger, issued a string of instructions to his mate 
Gary turned tail and fled, pursued by a nameless 
horror At the end of the street he turned up by the 
little church of Samt Phillippe du Roule, tore through 
the astonished saunterers of the Lido Arcade, and, 
coming into the Champs ^^lysees, stopped bewildered 
Where did the Pnnce live ^ 



RESTORATION COMEDY 183 

He searched feverishly m his pockets Wheie was 
the damned visiting-card the Pnnce had given him ^ 
He knew the place was somewhere over a bridge Yon 
went right over a bridge, and then you ran alongside 
the river, and then you turned — you must have turned 
right, for if you turned left that would bring you over 
the river again, and there was no sense in it — ^you 
turned right * Somewhere on the right Could a 
guy remember the place if he saw it again ^ It was the 
only chance 
'Taxi ^ Taxi*'' 

He clambered aboard the machine 
"Just drive," shouted Gary, flinging himself on the 
floor to give directions through the dividing window 
"I'll tell you Get going, will you ^ Over the bridge " 
''Monsteur a aucune preference 
"The first darned bridge you come to Come on, 
let's go *" 

The Parisian taxi-driver is just as elated at the 
prospect of going nowhere in particular as in any other 
direction They "got going" with a certain amount of 
tclat They rattled between the great gold eagles on 
the pylons of the Pont Alexandre IV 
"That's right * That's right *" cried Gary excitedly 
' ‘ Keep going Left * ' ' 

"A gauche, monstettr 
"Yeah* Left*" 

They trundled alongside the course of the river 
Gary knelt on the floor, looking up to scrutinize the 
buildings intently 

"Not so fast Gently now Gently" He recog- 
nized the small tobacconist's ''Right 
They swung round into a broad street with trams It 
was the Boulevard Raspail, though he did not know it 
"Go on * Go on * Keep going * Two kilometres * 
AUezf Vtter^ 

They went fast It was not so fast as the Prmce 
would have conducted a carnage, but it w^as fast 
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enough They bumped and bounded over the pot- 
holes They slewed m and out of the tramlines They 
rattled and banged, while Gary gripped the windows 
to steady himself and stared rapidly about him A 
cafe passed He recognized it A broad intersection with 
some sort of tin shelter m the centre He knew that too 
''Right ahead ^ Keep going 

It was not so easy There was some sort of a traffic 
tangle The traffic policeman was blowing shrill 
blasts on his whistle, and gesticulating frantically with 
his wand They were held up for some time by the 
traffic lights, but when they changed to green there 
was no going on The lights changed back again to 
red Somewhere an electric bell was jangling The 
policeman descended from his island and advanced 
with majestic impotence upon the mextiicable disarray 
of cars The lights changed from red to green and 
from green to red The traffic piled up behind them 
It piled up on either side The inevitable motor- 
horns cried their impatience to heaven 

"Do something ordered Gary "We've got to 
get through here 

The taxi-driver added the shrill scream of his horn 
to the rest Then he shrugged, dismounted, and went 
for a little walk towards the hub of the confusion 
Gary cursed inwardly to allay his fears and leaned out 
of the window As far as his eye could see stretched 
an intricate disorder of the roofs of cars, as if the 
imps whom it amuses to do these things had thrown 
down a handful of dominoes 

Presently the driver came back ''Il-y-a un accident 
Quelqu'im est blesse " As if to point his words a new 
bell sounded, and Gary saw the white top of an 
ambulance thread its way through the confusion 
Gary got out of the cab and stood with its driver 
ill the roadway He took out a packet of Camels and 
offered the man a cigarette He was in need of 
companionship 
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'1 go round the driver suggested, accepting it, 
and making a circulatory motion with it to indicate 
his meaning 

'That's no good," said Gary 'If you go round I 
shall lose the way ' ' 

There was a converging movement upon the 
ambulance By standing to his full height Gary could 
]ust see over the heads of the crowd to its roof He 
saw the tops of its doors open He saw the head of a 
man m a umform and cap get down A chill wind 
rustled his hair from the north He shivered, and, for 
the sake of exercise and because there seemed little 
else to do, he began to press his way forward 

He did not get very far The doors of the ambulance 
closed again The crowd surged forward, now carrying 
Gary beyond volition He saw the white roof reverse, 
heard the bell clanging, heard gruff shouting, and 
watched the ambulance disappear 

The crowd turned to go then, all except Gary 
When the corpse of the injured one has been taken 
away there is nothing of further interest to a Parisian 
A few battered cars perhaps Pans is too used to 
that But Gary, stiuggling against the stream of 
deeply satisfied onlookers, came at last to all that vas 
left of a Rolls-Royce car and all that was left of a 
taxi The taxi had had the worst of it It sat m the 
road, wheel-less, with concertmaed bonnet and engme 
forced up in all its ugly nakedness through the floor- 
boards It was a taxi with wicker doors 

Gary opened one of them to make quite certain It 
was a foregone conclusion There w^as the photograph 
of Prince Paul beside the potted fern 

Gary shut the door again and gripped his upper lip 
with his lower teeth Then he asked a question of the 
universe 

'‘Say, what d'you know 

He could have sworn the universe answered that it 
was very much afraid, 
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For a little while he stood next to the taxi glancing 
uncertainly this way and that, and seemed to gather 
some comfort from its proximity A sudden thought 
struck him then, so that his scalp moved backwards 
'*What hospital he demanded '"What hospitaP 
Did any of you people notice where they took that 
boy 

A French senator murmured something about the 
Seme 

'Thanks,'' said Gary, cantering to his cab 
' ' Seme Hospital ^ Do you know the Seme Hospital ^ ' ' 
The taxi-driver nodded and drove him there brilliant- 
ly Gary ran up the broad stone steps, through the Corm- 
thian capitals and dived through the big swing-door 
'T want to see the Prmce ^ Prince Paul ^ Have you 
got Prmce Paul of Monte Cristo here 
There was a very leisurely old gentleman who hcked 
his fingers and laboriously turned the pages of an 
enormous book 

"Stop thumbing the encyclopaedia shouted Gary, 
exasperated "He's the last guy m ^ Or do they have 
more than one accident every minute in Pans 

The concierge placed a very dirty forefinger agamst 
the most recent entry m the book "Perhaps monsieur 
the Prince has been injured incognito " 

"Yeah," breathed Gary "He might, at that 
Premier etage a gauche said the concierge 
Gary raced up a noble staircase, miraculously avoided 
collision with a pretty young nurse who was carrying 
a white porcelain tray of surgical instruments, and was 
brought up sharp by the bloodcurdling spectacle of 
five white-coated men propelling a chromium-plated 
trolley on which was stretched, beneath a shroud, the 
outline of a man Gary crammed his fingers in his 
mouth, and, rooted to the spot, watched the corUge 
disappear through a swmg-door marked "X" 

"Hey shouted Gary, suddenly galvanized into 
life "Hey, Paul He made a dive for the door 
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Two more white-coated men sprang from nowhere 
and stopped him ]ust in time 
“Let mego, will you* “ panted Gary, struggling desper- 
ately ' ' I tell you I ' ve got to see that guy Paul * Let 
go of me will you ^ Paul * Hey, Paul * IPs me * Gary 
“It is not permitted to go in there,'' they told him 
breathlessly “/Z est ahsolument interdit au ptibkc '' 

“I tell you I've got to go in * Paul * Let me in * 
Can you hear me 

The two men held him in a gnp of iron 
“You cannot go in," said one 
“He IS anaesthetized They are operating," said the 
second 

“His name is not Paul," said the first 
“I know * I know * He's incognito * I tell you, 
that’s Prince Paul of Monte Cristo *" 

“I am sorry, my young friend," said the first of the 
two gentlemen, who was bald and not undistinguished , 
“that IS Monsieur Henri Martm He is a deputy, 
trk, kes connu " 

Gary relaxed and they took their hands off him 
“Well, where ts Prince Paul 

“That," replied the gentleman, who really spoke 
very good English indeed, “I fear I am quite unable to 
elucidate At all events, he is not in this hospital ' ’ 
“Not in the hospital 
“Alas, no, monsieur " 

“I don't believe you * He just came in in an am- 
bulance " 

“Some other hospital perhaps, monsieur " 

“But they brought him in an ambulance *" 

The doctor shrugged “In every hospital in Pans, 
monsieur, there is someone who has ]ust come in m an 
ambulance 

Gary weakened “Well, what hospital 
“I could not say, monsieur " 

Gary broke into a sweat “I’ve got to find him *" 
Gary declared “It’s a matter of life and death " 
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'‘On peut telephoner '' the doctor suggested 

''Say J Thanks for the idea ^ From here 

"Certainly The concierge '' 

Gary clattered down the stairs and addressed himself 
to the elderly man again 

"Every hospital in Parish Understand^ Prmce 
Paul of Monte Cnsto * Have you got that 

"Om, oin, mons%enY Pnnce Paul de Monte Cnsto " 
"Let me know when you locate him I need air," 
said Gary "I need a cigarette " 

He went outside and sat in the attitude of Rodin's 
"Thinker" 

He never knew how long he sat there, for he was 
disheartened and dismayed and a prey to nameless 
bogies He did not once go back through the swing- 
doors to see how the concierge fared, but from time to 
time he turned his head and peered with furrowed 
brow to the place where a small electric light illumi- 
nated the concierge's hands as he dialled steadfastly 
with the stub of a pencil Presently, however, the 
unusual behaviour of a certain taxi impinged itself 
dubiously upon his consciousness Several times 
already this taxi had driven past the foot of the steps 
with thoughtful deliberation and its driver had stared 
up at him intently as he passed Gary's mind had 
registered this phenomenon without appearing to 
notice it, but now when the same machine pafeed for 
the seventh time he took his hands down from his 
brow and stared at it Immediately he was greeted 
with a prolonged and jubilant fanfare upon its horn 
Gary stood up If he had earned a gun he would 
have placed his hand upon it now Since he did not 
carry one he began to advance cautiously down the 
steps with both fists clenched, hke a man carefully 
wading out of his depth 

"My boon companion cried a voice "My Grand 
Vizier 

For the second time that afternoon Gary's scalp 
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moved '‘Paul He galloped down the last remain- 
ing steps ''What m Hades are you doing here ^ 
You’re supposed to be smashed to pulp * This isn’t 
your cab 

"You like it enquired Prince Paul, grinning "She 
is quite, quite new She is a beauty, nest-ce-pas 
"Say, what about the accident‘s They earned you 
off m an ambulance ’’’ 

"Ah no, my friend His Hereditary Highness 
Prince Paul is the most gifted driver in Pans When 
Prince Paul has a little contretemps with another 
voiture it is not Prince Paul who departs by ambulance 
Ah non, my friend ^ You do me an injustice " 

"You mean it was the other guy 
"Poor fellow said Prince Paul "He is very much 
wounded 

"Shot to bits," said Gary, begmning to grin "WTiere 
did you find the cab 
Prince Paul of Monte Cristo shrugged 
"The other one, she was a little old Enfin, the 
insurance companies are very good to me " He pulled 
Gary nearer to him by the lapel of his coat and whis- 
pered "I have just done a hundred and fifteen in the 
Avenue Foch 

Gary laughed and then suddenly remembered his 
fears "Gee, I’ve been trailing you all over Pans* 
Do you know what’s happened to Stephanie 
The Prince appeared to be fighting for time "You 
mean the Princess Stephanie 
"Sure The Princess Stephanie Plave it your 
own way Do you know where she is 
"I have not any idea,’’ said Prmce Paul 
"But you’re getting married tomorrow 
"Ah," said Prmce Paul "There is one of those 
things " 

"What d’you mean 

Prince Paul sighed again "We are not getting 
married tomorrow " 
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''You're not getting married 

Prince Paul took a deep breath ''My friend/’ he 
explained solemnly, "I have the soul of a taxi-driver 
Me, I am certain of this For years when I have been 
forced to be a taxi-driver I, have always wanted to be 
a Prince I have looked forward to the after midnight 
But now now that I have the chance to reverse 
the position I do not wish it I know that I shall be 
forced to be a Prince, I shall wish all the time to 
be a taxi-driver Leave Pans ^ The streets ^ The 
traffic ^ The lights ^ The deftness of the eye, the 
quickness of the wrist ^ Ah no, my friend You will 
never be a Grand Vizier I shall never be a Pnnce 
Je reste content I shall be happy with my little Fffi 
I am what I am I am the most gifted chauffeur in 
Pans ” 

"But they’re putting up the awning ^ They’re 
putting it up this minute * One of the guys whose 
putting it up IS a paid assassin of Old Reynaud’s *’’ 

‘ 'There will be no one to assassinate The marriage 
will not take place ’’ 

"Have you have you told Stephanie about 
this ^’’ 

"Naturellement It is for that reason that she has 
gone away ’’ 

“Gone away 

"She has gone away Alone She is too spirited for 
me I have not the stomach for it ’’ 

Gary shook the Prince roughly "Where ^ Where’s 
she gone 

"To Monte Cristo,” said the Pnnce calmly "Ah, 
voild un bel endroit ’’ 

Gary swallowed three times "How long will it take 
you to get to the station 

The Prince smiled “Montez, my friend,” he 
answered "We will see what she can do ” 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


It was eleven o'clock the next morning when 
the Grand Express Europeen, which had thundered 
all night long through the wind and the lain and the 
great distances of France, emerged suddenly from the 
last tunnel and began to sidle along the precipitous 
rock-face on whose precarious surface is perched the 
town of Monte Cristo 

As his carriage window slowly circled the bay Gary 
could see, far down below% the sunlit white harbour, 
with its two almost improbably neat arms daintily 
enclosing a square of bright-blue Mediterranean and the 
yachts of millionaires 

The royal palace revolved slowly into view, v ith its 
irregular russet roofs and its white walls seeming to 
grow out of the gleaming rock itself, which jutted, wnth 
a kind of miniature sturdiness, into the sea A bnght 
cold sun threw the patterns on the rock and the lines of 
the pantiles into sharp relief It was like a toy towm, 
with a toy citadel, and a toy harbour containing model 
yachts The palm trees lifted their tiny fronds 
between the houses, and the flamboyant Casino poked 
rococo roofs at him as it swung into his line of vision, 
standing among minute flower-beds of marvellous 
orderliness, with its terraces running down m little 
sweeps to overhang the sea A flag flew’^ from it The 
Republican Tricolour, red, white and red There was 
another floating proudly from the royal palace w^here 
very minor Royalty had once cavorted, but which now 
was filled with the soft hurry of infinitesimal waiters 
ministering to the slightest wants of the microscopic 
inhabitants of the Royal Palace Hotel 

The tram, seeming unnecessarily large and logical and 
travel-stained and unkempt, excused its presence with 
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a polite hiss of steam, and stopped at the small plat- 
form, feeling awkward Gaiy clambered down from it, 
stood for a moment wrinkling his face m the sun, and 
caught a sharp whiff of mimosa He sneezed 
'‘Portez VOS bagcges, monsieur 
Gary turned to the blue-bloused poiter '‘Soiry, pal, 
I don't have any bagages " 

He took his place with his less affluent fellow- 
passengeis in the dubiously tilted carriage of the cog 
railway which travels up and down between the station 
and the town They set forth, grinding and clanking 
and jolting downwards at an angle of fifty degrees, 
through stony ground, among stunted cacti, through 
back gardens, between the cliff-like backs of the 
first apartment houses, and so through a short tunnel 
to the small glass-covered station which stands at the 
head of the mam square opposite to the Casino 

The scene was unchanged since that day which 
seemed five years ago, but could not in leality have been 
much more than six weeks, when he had travelled over 
by bus to give his dutiful once-over to the principality 
That was before Stephanie had come into his life 
The same superlative cars were parked all round the 
ornamental gardens in a neat row, alongside a neat row 
of Jerusalem artichokes The same revolving hose- 
attachment sprayed the same plume of water on the 
same bright green grass The palm trees rustled a 
little m the warm south wind The same comically 
ornamental policeman with the ropes and tackles 
across his chest and the white helmet stood in the 
same spot looking as ridiculous and as endearing 
and as moustachioed as ever The same Hispano- 
Suiza sat back elegantly on its haunches before the 
great portal of the Hotel de France The same negro 
commissionaire removed his hat and bowled with a flash 
of the same white teeth to the same or similar lovely 
ladies who came haughtily down the steps On the 
other side the same international throng sat at the same 
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clutch of tables outside the Cafe de France, and the 
same Oriental carpet-sellers wandered in and out 
between the chairs, selling, apparently, the self-same 
carpets Before him rose the gay, the orgiastic Casino, 
its masonry sprouting muscular female torsos and its 
windows all intertwined with cupids The doors were 
open, and to the right, beside the smaller entrance 
to the hall which w^as used sometimes for ballet and 
sometimes for the best music in the world, w^as the 
same cinema poster of his namesake, Gary Cooper, 
which had smiled shyly to him on his previous visit 
How m hell to find Stephanie ^ How m blazes to 
begin ^ He strode tow^ards the Casino, scrutinizing the 
faces of the passers-by, his lips pursed m a non- 
committal and inaudible whistle Here w^ere old 
gentlemen and old ladies of every nation 111 the woild 
Here also weie English people But there was no 
Stephanie He w^ent among the tables of the Cafe de 
France But she was not there He strolled like a 
loiterer, up the steps of the Casino, and stood in front of 
a yellow paper notice, not reading it, but keeping 
a strictly disinterested eye upon the pations as they 
arrived He teetered up and down the topmost step 
several times in an undecided manner, and entered in 
He found that he was boxed oft from the mam hall, 
with its painted ceilings and its relays of cupids and 
cornucopise, by glass partitions, and that a queue of 
twenty persons or so had formed before an official at 
a table Since nothing else suggested itself, he added 
his own loose-knit person to the queue 

He discovered that he was waiting his turn to present 
his passport, and wEen the time came he presented it 
The official perused its particulars, compared the 
photograph somewhat incredulously with the original, 
and began a painful transcription of the details on to 
a form m a spidery, steeply inclined script He had 
that same little tnck that so many Frenchmen have, 
when wntmg, of making nervous passes with the pen 
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]ust above the paper before pouncing on it with 
spirited determination He painted his letters with the 
quick, uncertain dabs of an artist, and when he came to 
sign his own signature at the foot of the document he 
paused for a long time, inscribed his name, and then, 
making passes once more, added a sudden, childish, 
decorative underlining m the composition of which 
his pen made a sound which brought a sudden glower 
of suspicion into Gary's eyes The scratching which 
his pen had made was a recognizable long and two 
shorts 

'Thirty francs, monsieur " 

Gary took out three ten-franc notes and flicked them 
on to the table 

“Merci, monsieur The card lasts for thirty days 
After that it can be renewed " His manner was 
irreproachable, his face expressionless But as he 
raised his eyes to Gary's they lingered in a hard stare 
for a moment or two longer than would have seemed 
necessary 

"Fine I" said Gary, breaking his soundless whistle in 
the middle of a phrase to interpolate the word, and, 
without altering his expression, wandered through the 
doors 

Gary had been here before He had seen the English 
colonels and the Argentine gentlemen, the Greek 
merchants and the Levantine Jews, the English 
spinsters, the French Duchesses, the American beauties, 
and the soft-treading cosmopolitans with cat-like 
mannerisms and seamed faces He had marvelled 
before at the religious rectitude which settled upon the 
faces of these people, the almost fervent assumption 
of devotional self-complacency, as if the parable of the 
Pharisee had been modishly reversed, and, standing 
before the shrine of the devil, they thanked God that 
they were not as other men The scene had amused 
Gary considerably as an objective scene Now there 
was a queer element of suspense which crept in There 
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was something here which puzzled him Was it an 
elaborate dissimulation of abnormality ^ Something 
was brewing beneath all this Perhaps it was imagi- 
nation, perhaps nothing but an attack of nerves, but 
Gary felt himself indescribably attuned to tension 
The tension was not discernible among the members 
of the public — they played and won and watched 
and lost with the same careful, immobile impassivity 
as before , it manifested itself subtly among the 
employees of the establishment As the croupiers sat 
over their wheels and flicked pmk chips neatly this way 
and that with their ebony rakes there was much 
nervous twiddling of moustaches, and a great coming 
and going of harassed-looking ofificials in correct black, 
and whispered conversations and urgent messages to 
be mumbled into ears and received with diplomatic 
inattention Gary watched them, wondering Even 
the flunkeys, standing about in pairs, whose duty, if 
rumour was to be believed, lay not so much m the 
creation of an air of splendour as m the swift removal 
of unexpected corpses or the instant application of 
stomach-pumps to intending suicides, muttered 
anxiously to one another as they stared before them 
with unwinking eyes There were messages for them 
as well 

With a little pulse working in his temple, Gary took 
note of these things Suddenly it seemed to his over- 
wrought consciousness that the tiny code signal was 
all about him It jumped out at him from every side 
If a man idly flicked a packet of notes with his fingers 
while waiting to change them at the coisse, he flicked 
them with an apparently unthinking repetition of that 
rhythm If the cashier hesitated for a moment over 
the sum of mental arithmetic involved in paying out 
chips or money, he pitched the things down on the 
counter in that self-same way The constant reiteration 
of it became illusive and disturbing and uncanny, 
like the chirrup of hidden grasshoppers He never 
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could be certain from which direction it came Rat 
tat“tat A long and two shorts It was everywhere 
in the unending, airless room Somewhere a man 
turned on electnc-light switches, first one and then 
another two Outside a man tugged at the cord of the 
sticking sunblmd of one of the immense windows, 
three times, ]ust like that And when he released it the 
cord swung against the glass with a noise which made 
Gary jump, as if at the report of a revolver — three 
reports At one of the tables the croupier, who was 
politely waiting while a dispute between two ladies at 
the far end of the table was amicably resolved by a 
higher official, tapped out the rhythm monotonously 
with the little ivory ball on the centre of the wheel 
When the dispute was settled, ‘‘Fattes vos jeux/' cried 
the croupier And the intonation conveyed the same 
secret tocsin behind the words 
An impulse formed m Gary's brain, an irresistible 
impulse to give the sign himself It struck him as 
rather a suicidal thing to do, but he wanted to see if 
anything happened He cast about him for some 
plausible excuse, and then, with completely non- 
committal featuies, he wandered up to the caisse , 
and while he waited for a fat German lady to receive 
her winnings he began to drum with his fingers on the 
ledge, T'lm-hddle, rum-ttddle, rum~Uddle He strained 
his attention for some indication that somewhere in 
that room his message was understood None came 
He went on drumming The German lady moved 
away He opened his wallet and threw down three 
notes of twenty francs First one, and then two 
'Tn tens, monsieur^" 

''Fives," said Gary, drumming on the desk 
The cashier took a neat pile of ten pink chips and set 
them before him with a nimble flick The other twD 
followed separately 

Gary strove to hide the thrill that this small tran- 
saction gave him Keeping his face a blank, he collected 
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the chips and sti oiled over to that table where the 
croupier had beat the rhythm with the ball He 
waited for the end of the spin and then threw his stake, 
one on black, two, in quick succession, on the even 
chance 

The other stakes poured on to the table 
''Messieurs et dames — faites vos jeux 
The croupier's rake came out and casually flicked 
Gary’s two chips so that they lay one beside the other 
instead of one on top of the other 
''R%en ne va plus ” 

The wheel spun The ball rocketed and bounced 
and settled in a number 
‘'Le douze 

Gary waited, tense The croupier’s rake was active, 
pulling in here, flicking aside there, collecting, examin- 
ing, rejecting, paying out, catching chips that weie 
pitched to it, like an extra limb Gary’s stake remained 
He was dealt with last Then the rake collected the 
chip he had lost, deftly caught and pushed towards 
him the other two 
Was that a coincidence ^ 

He staked again, this time three chips on a single 
number, to make the rhythm plain 
The comedy was played through as before 
‘'Messieurs et dames, faites vos jeux ” 

“Les jeux sont faites Rten ne va plus ” 

“Le Zero^' 

Gary sighed and kept his eye on the fifteen francs on 
number three Once again the croupier’s rake flicked 
out, a prehensile thing, astonishingly tactile, like the 
tongue of an insect Once again the stake remained, 
this time in company with other stakes The croupier’s 
finger paused for a moment, and touched the table 
Gary did not know there was a bell beneath the cloth 
After that brief pause the lake was busy again, licking, 
darting, tasting, assimilating Gary’s fifteen francs 
disappeared in space with a flick He showed disap- 
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pointment on his face and stared at the croupier, 
trying to catch his eye But the croupier’s eye would 
not be caught 

“Mess^eurs et dames, faites vos jeux ” 

Gary took three more chips, put them all on the 
nearest squaie, pretended to hesitate, picked up the 
top one, cast his eye wondermgly about the table, and 
began to beat with it on the other two 

A black-coated individual with an extremely well- 
shaven chin came and bent over the croupier from 
behind and stared down at his tie He did not appear 
to say anything, nor did the croupier The croupier 
gazed speculatively at the board 

''Les jeux sont faites Rien ne vas plus ” 

The well-shaven one withdrew The wheel of 
fortune span The white ball raced and jumped 

A little gasp ran round the table Two zeros running l 
A light finger tapped three times on Gary’s shoulder 
''Pardon, monsieur,'' a voice whispered m his ear 
'‘Yeah said Gary, looking straight ahead 
"Oiseaux de passage t" whispered the voice 
“What said Gary Little concentric circles of 
excitement chased each other all down him from the 
top of his head He looked over his shoulder 

An English major with bright blue eyes accepted the 
stare as a rebuke for breathing too closely down ins neck 
“I beg your pardon, sir,” said the major “Two 
zeros running, eh, by Jove 

“Did you say something just now ^’’ Gary asked 
“Me, sir said the major “No, sir ^ Not a thing 
Gary stared 

“They keep it too darned hot in here,” said Gary, 
suddenly “I’m off ’’ 

“I say, do you mind if I take your place ^ Two zeros 
running 
“Surely ’’ 

Gary struggled out. 
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The major struggled in 

'Thanks a^/ fully, old chap,” said the major, putting 
twenty fiancs on zero 

Gary went into sweet sunshine with a puzzled frown 
upon his face What was it that guy had said ^ He 
found himself crossing the road towards the musical- 
comedy policeman 

"What’s oiseau he demanded 
‘'Oiseau^'' repeated the policeman, with a shrug 
Then he waved his hand at a flight of pigeons wheeling 
above the roof of the casmo, refugees from the pigeon- 
shooting on the lowest step of the ten asses ‘‘Ceux 
sont des o%seaii%y said he 
"Birds said Gary 
'''Pardon, monsieur 
"Birds I” 

"Beards’” repeated the policeman, carefully and 
delightedly, in the tones of one who is learning a lesson 
well 

"Beards of passage ’” Gary suggested, keeping 
a negligent watch on the man 

He need not have w^atched The policeman w ent as 
white as a sheet, stiffened himself with a jerk, clicked 
his heels in military manner, and raised his white-gloved 
hand smartly to the salute 

Gary examined the phenomenon with puzzled 
interest 

"What’s it all about, anyw^ay 

The policeman remained rigidly frozen at the salute 
"0 K ,” said Gary "111 find out somehow^” and 
left him, still saluting with concentrated ferocity 
On the far side of the square the white umbrellas and 
the marble tables of the Cafe de France invited him to 
lunch He knew that he w^as hungry, and also that he 
was very dirty and very tired He picked his way 
pleasantly across the gardens in the fretted shadow of 
the palm trees between the orderly regimentations 
of the flower-beds 
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The place looked comfortable Indeed, the washing 
arrangements were superb In fact, the standard of 
luxury was such that the professional presence in the 
gentlemen’s lavatory of a black-gowned and distinctly 
beautiful young lady with a rope of pearls afforded 
him some temporary qualms before he decided that, 
in the matter of perfect taste, it was impossible that 
the good people of Monte Cristo had something there 
With his hair sleeked down and a pungent aroma of 
synthetic flowers exuding rather noticeably from his 
person, he left the place feeling a new man, and took up 
a position of expectancy at one of the tables m the 
sunshine 

A little waitei came and smote the surface of the 
table busily with his napkin 
“Some lobster, sair 

' 'Ah ^ ’ Gary exclaimed ' ‘ Suik English ^ No ^ ” 
“You belcha, sair * Or some very nice ponlet^ 
A nice wing of poulet Very good, sair Very nice 
bird ’ ’ He moved the mustard-pot, the pepper-pot 
and the salt-pot m the now inevitable rhythm 

“Talking of birds,” said Gary, “that’s a swell idea * 
How about a nice bird of passage 
The waiter went so pale that his eyes seemed black 
He swallowed “Yes, monsieur ” 

“What d’you mean, 'Yes’ 

The waiter swallowed again It was obvious that he 
was ill the gnp of strong emotion “Yes, monsieur,” 
he repeated, m the accents of one going courageously 
to his death 

“God darn it exclaimed Gary “What the hell is 
all this 

The waiter seemed to emerge from a tiance He 
stared at Gary For a moment he panicked, then he 
bent down and whispered “You said 'Birds of 
passage,’ monsieur 

“All right, I said it* What the heck ^ What’s 
gotten into this town ^ Have the inhabitants gone 
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plum crazy ^ What the hell are j^ou yammering 
about ^ WTiat I ^\ant to know is, what's it mean 
The waiter was very serious about it indeed ‘'You 
do not know, monsieui 
“No > But, by golly, I'm going to find out 
The waitei nodded faintly ‘ Monsieur ts going to 
find out f'' He nodded agam He swayed He 
swayed in a complete semicircle which took him 
hellei -skelter into excited conference with three other 
waiters busy about an hors-d'ceuvie trolle}" on wheels 
He distributed the bad news with a wealth of gesti- 
culation and many nervous glances o\er his shoulder 
The other waiters glanced too They did more than 
that They glowered If the attitude of a waitei could 
possibly have been described as menaemg these men 
threatened him 

Gary banged exasperatedly on the table with a 
spoon, keeping up the rhjthm “Wheie's the head 
waiter around this ]oint^“ he demanded “Doesn't 
a guy get any seivice around these paits Help ^ 
Waiter f Maestro 

The niattre d' hotel came running It was plain that 
the man was seriously alarmed 
“Monsieim d command^ 

“Certainly I've commanded ? I've commanded 
with clearness and precision, and the guy goes nuts 
“Some nuts, monsieur 

“Forget it Not that kind of nuts Now listen 
carefully What I want is — a nice wing of a bird oj 
passage ^'' 

The head waiter started as if he had been shot The 
man was trembling 

Gary stared at the exhibition, fascinated 
“Excuse me, sir '' The head w^aiter musteied a bow 
and hurried aw^ay as fast as his legs would carry him 
to ]Oin the conclave wnth the rest 

For some minutes Gary kept a wary, puzzled, half- 
amused eye upon them as they bent their heads 



204 RESTORATION COMEDY 

together and tapped their fingers forcefully on one 
another's shoulders Then the head waiter detached 
himself to a little distance from the rest He seemed 
doubtful It seemed that the others were urging him 
on At length he lifted his arms with a few inches of 
resignation from his sides, straightened his tie, pulled 
down his waistcoat and advanced upon Gary magis- 
terially When he arrived he stood behind Gary’s 
chair, gripped the back of it, and tilted it forward about 
an inch 

''Excuse me, sir,” he said firmly 
''What the Hades are you doing wtth my chair 
"I am sorry, sir, but I am afraid you are persona 
non grata m Monte Crist o ” 

"’Struth^” said Gary, bursting into the Oxford 
vernacular "And strike me pink ’ You mean you 
want me to get out 

"I am sorry, sir, there is no lunch ” 

Gary waved his hand at a hundred busy lunchers 
"What are all these people doing 

"I am sorry, sir,” repeated the waiter, tiltmg the 
chair, on this occasion, so far from the horizontal that 
Gary was forced to make a grab at the table to save 
himself, and sent a fork and two spoons ringing on to 
the pavement He scrambled to his feet in an ungainly 
and ridiculous manner and faced the waiter while the 
other guests m the establishment craned their necks 
at the sudden disturbance The waiter’s face was 
worse than white It was a pale, dirty yellow Gary 
stared at him in absolute astonishment The tableau 
was posed thus for a few seconds, and then because 
there seemed nothing else to do m the circumstances, 
he stooped slowly to pick up his hat from another chair 
"You Will please go said the head waiter, m the last 
extremity of emotional stress 

"0-Kay said Gary with sudden, noisy argu- 
mentativeness "You might at least give me time to 
reach for my hat ” 
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He crammed it on his head, and, feeling furious and 
a perfect fool, he left the place, completely bewildered 
and with the scared sensation of crawling about on 
a floating mine, any one of whose horns might, if 
innocently touched, set some hellish mechanism to work, 
with highly unpleasant results to everybody concerned 

He hurried northwards He found a little unpre- 
tentious place and, avoiding anything which might 
be construed as longs and shorts or a reference to the 
birds of the air as he would the plague, he lunched 
satisfactorily if toughly off fried Mediterranean fish 
and undercooked potatoes 

But if Gary avoided these dangerous and unhealthy 
subjects, the propnetor, the waiters and the other 
patrons of the establishment were deeply implicated 
Not once, but a hundred times, amid the clatter of the 
place, spoons and forks were slapped upon tables, 
trays were banged, change was given, men tapped with 
their feet, all beating out that maddening, monotonous 
tattoo The most noticeable peculiarity which forced 
itself upon Gary in connection with this mysterious 
business was the look of fear which it evoked, quite 
plainly, on the faces of the people Gary admitted to 
himself that this puzzled him a lot It was more 
extraordinary than the cryptic meaning of the w’-ords 
themselves Quite clearly the rhythmic knock was 
a sign by which the revolutionaries recognized each 
other, like the handclasp of Freemasons or the Stuart 
limp Clearly, too, that whispered phrase about the 
otseaiix de passage was more than a mere passw^ord 
It conveyed a message It conveyed, if he was any 
judge of expression, a tremendous, terrifying message 
This, absurdly enough, was in deadly earnest 
It was serious The people were afraid He, too, w^as 
afraid, for Stephanie, but then fear was more poignant 
than his, and by that measure all the more surprising 
It baffled him What was there to be afraid of, except 
that which they would bnng upon themselves ^ 
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When he had eaten lunch it was three o’clock and 
in an hour the sun would have gone to bed behind that 
great mountain called “The Head of the Cat’’, whose 
premature casting of the twilight was the one thing, 
m happier times, in which M Reynaud would have 
admitted Monte Cristo to be inferior to the rival 
lesorts of the neighbouring French coast 

Gary strolled ruminatively down the hill again to the 
Casino" gardens, and, selecting a patch of sunlight, sat 
in it to smoke a cigarette 

He was getting nowhere He was like that crazy 
Lancashiie comedian who, m the only English panto- 
mime Gary had ever seen in his life, roused unseemly 
uproar among the children by running frantically, with 
a great many parcels, after something which purported 
to be an omnibus, on a revolving strip of stage The 
picture was not flatteimg to Mrs Williams’ little boy 
In a mad, almost unbelievable, six weeks, he had rushed 
hither and thither with restless energy, with an almost 
comic frenzy of enthusiasm, and where was he ^ No 
place at all ' He was sitting in a patch of sunhght 
against an exotic background of palms and terraced 
hotels rising tier upon tier, as artificial a scene as ever 
giaced a back-drop for the chorus — ^until you raised 
your eyes to the stark and preposterously undeniable 
mountains 

Somew^here in this silly, attractive little town, the 
play city of Europe, a population of parasites— a tiny 
nation of folks who lived their lives in subservience 
to the very rich — plotted a revolution Could you beat 
that ? Was there ever a more fantastic set-up for 
tragedy ^ Waiters , doormen , croupiers , police- 
men , taxi-drivers , flunkeys , chauffeurs , chefs , 
coiffeurs , manicurists , experts in orchids and 
perfumery and dfecolletage ' ^/tTlat a pack of blood- 
thirsty revolutionaries ' He laughed, without extract- 
ing much of the humour of the situation till a thought 
struck him 
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“Maybe he exclaimed softly aloud Maybe they 
knew their own unsuitability Maybe they weie afraid 
of their duty as they saw it Maybe they didn't want 
to leave their cafe tables and their gilded salons and 
their elegant shops to rush thiough the streets, to 
shout, to kill, to plunder and to die Yellow, eh ? 
The rats f The lily-livered, craven-hearted svnne ^ 

He'd show them ^ By God, he'd 

A motor-horn whipped through the solitude with the 
revolutionary cry 

He sat down again It was no use getting het up 
about this No use at all And yet somehow he must 
find that kid who was responsible for it, who had 
started all of this, who was somewhere, he knew, 
almost in touch of where he sat ^ How to find Ste- 
phanie ^ How, how, how ^ Stop one of these guys, 
give him the signal, and ask ^ He'd run a mile ^ 
Within touch of where he sat ^ But was she ^ Bui 
was she ^ He stood up slowly, with the dawn of 
conviction on his face “Oh boy, oh boy^" he 
whispered “I beheve you've hit it Yes, sir, I believe 
you're right Come to think of it, I know darned well 
you're right Oh boy, oh boy, oh boy 

He darted with mounting excitement to the orna- 
mental kiosk where for a sufficiency of francs one 
might buy a bus ticket for any part of the coast 

' ‘N%ce said Gary ' ‘Nice ' And make it snappy ^ ' ' 
He took a place in the bus with a sense of utter 
certainty Fool that he was, he had forgotten wheie 
he met her first Harry's Plage ’ Ntce ' Last time, 
was she m Monte Cristo ^ No, sir ' She vas right on 
the Promenade des Anglais at Nice ^ He kicked 
himself for a fool and sat grinning happily out of the 
window as the rising road took him above the tops of 
the tall chimneys of the famous brewer}" where Prince 
Paul's grandmother first cultivated those tastes w'hich 
reappeared so remaikably through the miracle of 
heredity 
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It IS not a long journey to Nice and most of it is 
advertisements ''Bouillon Kuh'' “Montres Ltp ” 
Dub — Dubon — Dubonnet'' ‘'V%Sitez Cannes Son 
Casino Ses Fleurs" "Bouillon Kub" "Savon 
Cadum " "Montres Lip " "Dub — Dubon — Dubonnet " 
"Le Chateau de Madrid Son Chef" "Savon Cadum " 
"Montres Lip " "Dub — Dubon " They set him 

down before the statue of Queen Victoria, who watches, 
so the locals say, to be sure that the skirts of the ladies 
are not too short 

Nice Well — ^here he was ^ He stood in bright 

sunshine on the familiar pavement, for there is no 
'‘Head of the Cat'' in Nice Nor for the matter of that 
was there any shadow of the revolution He noticed 
the absence of it immediately, with something like 
dismay The good Nigois were cheerfully indifferent 
to the troubles of their neighbouring principality He 
banged, umtiddy, umtiddy, on the blue iron railings with 
his ring, and no one heard He even danced a few steps 
like a tap dancer on the pavement, and nobody took the 
slightest notice This was disconcerting, m its way 
Was he on the wrong track still ^ He was not sure 
that for detective purposes it wasn't even worse than 
the pervading sense of imman ence m Monte Cristo Still, 
he started forth with a certain lightness of heart to 
walk along the seven kilometres of front which curved 
away to where the black molars of the Esterel moun- 
tains waited m sinister certainty for their nightly 
devouring of the sun 

His lightness of heart did not endure With every 
step he took he felt that he was getting colder What 
the hell, boys * What the hell ^ Why walk out into 
the west like this ^ W hy revisit the scenes of that 
fortnight's holiday ^ Why walk even so iar as Harry's 
Plage, whose yellow fence he could just pick out m the 
distance about a mile away ^ Was there any sense in 
It ^ Was that the way to find someone whose sup- 
porters tapped to one another in Monte Cristo ^ He 
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was walking rapidly into Snburbia By the time he 
had passed the livid, liver-colonred roof of the Hotel 
Negresco he knew that he was walking in the wrong 
direction 

He could have sat on the beach and howled How 
did one go about locating a person who might be 
anywhere within thirty miles of coast ^ How aid these 
detective guys go about the business of trailing a 
quarry ^ Did they go for walks in the sunshine ^ Did 
they watch the railw^ay stations ^ Check the arrival 
and departure of buses ^ The job seemed hopeless 
anyway He didn’t know where she stayed He 
didn’t even know her name Was she ahvays Made- 
moiselle Dubois ^ He knew darned well there were as 
many Mademoiselles Dubois in Nice as there were 
Miss Smiths in Vassar Whom could he ask ^ He w^as 
downright discouraged He spent some time leaning 
forward with his forearms on the railings, bending over, 
with a loose lock of hair, to stare meditatively at his 
shoes, and some time leaning back, with his elbows 
on the railings and one foot on one of the rungs, staring 
meditatively at the sky Then he sighed helplessly 
through hiS nose, and walked disconsolately to the 
Scotch Tea Rooms, w’^here he sat moodily munching 
a toasted scone and watching a famous English author 
with a lady w^ho w^as indubitably not his wife Then 
he took the bus back to Monte Cristo 

He dined that night in solitary splendour m the 
Hotel de France In that august hostelry the signal 
of the birds was politely subdued out of deference to the 
guests, but still omnipresent The tightly w^aisted, 
smooth-cheeked reception clerk was tapping it with 
a key, his eyes elaborately unfocused, as Gary went m 
More delicately still, the elegant who presided over the 
illuminated showcases of pearls, cigarette-lighters, 
gentlemen’s cuff-links, ladies’ gold-backed brushes, 
diamond clasps, and such other last-minute objects as 
les clients might have carelessly forgotten to pack, 

0 
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lapped it on his finger-nail The waiteis, swirling and 
eddying deftly with uplifted trays of cocktails, con- 
tented themselves wich the merest suspicion of the 
metre as they set glasses down softly upon the tables 
The head waiter m the restaurant was no party to the 
scheme, but the slim creature who took his order made 
the gesture with a pencil in his note-book, and the 
sommeher with three pieces of ice in his whisky-and- 
soda It was not until after dinner as he sat in the 
lounge, curled m his ungainly way around a cup of 
coffee, that he became gradually aware of that same 
feeling of electricity in the air which had first affected 
him that morning m the Casino 

It IS difficult to explain exactly what it was that 
made Gary lift his head suddenly like an animal which 
catches somethmg on the wind He looked sharply 
about him In the lounge everything was normal 
To his right two Japanese gentlemen sat opposite to 
each other at another table, reading A little further 
off an English party, with bucolic faces and boiled 
shirt-fronts, clustered heads round one of their number 
who was telling a story, and then burst asunder into 
too hearty laughter Two remarkably soignte, grey- 
haired ladies with aristocratic faces came together 
out of the restaurant, drew their shawls about them, 
entered the lift, and went down in it Just outside the 
revolving-door the negro commissionaire was brushing 
his cap against his sleeve with the regular motion of 
a cat licking itself The two reception clerks stood 
impassively behind their counter A lady employee, 
with a sheaf of papers in her hand, a pleasant face and 
extremely good ankles, came out of one side-door and 
went in at another The lift-boy reappeared with his 
lift, flung open the door and leant against it, holding 
his white-gloved hands A waiter hurried m with 
a vast bottle of brandy and served the English milords 
What was it ^ The scene seemed orderly enough, 
and yet he was certain that something was afoot 
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He felt it in his bones He knew it in the tingling of 
his nerves, m the faster motion of his heart He frowned 
and looked out into the square Everything was as 
usual From the far side came the muted, tmklmg 
melodies of the Hungarian orchestra in the Cafe de 
France The floodlit Casino, with its entrances and its 
pinnacles picked out in blue neon tubes, shed a blanket 
of radiance over the square cobblestones and put 
perhaps overmuch sparkle into the already ostenta- 
tious cars which circled slowly up to the base of the 
broad white steps Was anything abnormal in all of 
this ^ 

What was it ^ Was it more than ordmary assumption 
of aimlessness ? Were there, or were there not, more 
people than usual standing about in the squaie wuth 
apparently nothing to do ^ W as the prolonged 
concentrakon of the negro porter on the specklessness 
of his cap a deliberate pretence ^ Weie the two 
reception clerks standing about lookmg consciously 
innocent ^ Gary stared fixedly at them 'W'as the 
waiter, standing like a graven thing with his pale face 
lifted a little and his eyes gazing with extraordinar5J^ 
intentness upon the ceiling, really interested in the 
ceiling ^ Was the lift-boy genuinely fascinated by 
his boots ^ Was it possible that the expressions 
on the faces of these people were remarkably like 
the expressions on the faces of schoolboys who are 
keeping cave while some of their number, all in- 
visible, are engaged upon some deeply mysterious 
act ^ He thought it was He shifted uneasily in 
his chair 

There was something very odd about that music 
He stubbed out his cigarette and strained his ears to 
catch it Was that the ''Saint d' Amour' ' which he used 
to scrape on the violin at school ^ It was Wiih a 
subtle dift 

His eyes brightened He gripped the arms ox 
chair 
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Gosh ^ The rhythm > 

He stood up so suddenly that the small table with 
coffee on it crashed to the ground The waiter who 
was so intent upon the ceiling recollected himself with 
a sigh, advanced with a reassuring smile, bowed per- 
fectly and collected the debris Neither the lift-boy 
nor the two men behind the reception desk had moved 
a muscle 

This was extraordinary Could it really be that 
that darned music 

He stalked one of the reception clerks, advancing 
wanly He leaned against the counter 

'"Nice tune they're playing," said Gary^ elaborately 
casual 

''Om, monsteur " 

"Yeah!" 

The reception clerk took a marked interest in the 
condition of his nails 

"It certainly is a swell tune 
''Om, monsieur " 

"Yeah»" 

*'Vous desirez quelque-chose, monsieur 
"Yeah," said Gary "I know the answer to that 
one Je desire Mademoiselle Dubois " 

The reception clerk should have been an ambassador 
“Bonne chance, monsieur “ he murmured with a 
little smile 

"Thanks, pal," said Gary slowly, with suspicion 
turning into certainty 

He turned as a party of four, an elderly man and 
woman, a remarkably pretty girl, obviously their 
daughter, and a younger man, came out from the 
restaurant They went towards the lift The lift- 
boy jumped to attention and saluted He ushered 
them in and clanged the gate The lift went down 
The lifts at this hotel went down, it seemed, instead of 
up It was the second time Gary had seen that happen, 
but the first time he had noticed it 



RESTORATION COMEDY 


213 


"'Where are they going he asked, innocently 
“Au Casino, monsieur ** 

"But the Casino's right across the square " 

The clerk shrugged ''Il-y-a un passage souterrain, 
monsieur " 

''What ^ Say that again " 

"Un passage soutervain, monsieur " 

Gary's eyes narrowed, and he gripped the brass rail 
at the edge of the desk 
"Oh yeah ^ A passage, eh 
"Au Casino, monsieur " 

"Well, well, well t Is that so ^ Now, isn't that 
convenient ^ Say, they think of everything around 
here I think I'll go that way myself " 

The reception clerk's manners were really much 
better than Gary's 

"Uest dommage, monsieur, mais %l faut absolument 
la teune de soirSe The evening dress is oUigatoire an 
Casino '' 

"Say, isn't that just too bad'" exclaimed Gary, 
drumming with his fingers on the rail "And me one 
of the hired assassins of the SociH'e des Bams de Mer 
He nodded to the clerk and strode towards the hft 
The lift-boy saluted 
"Quelle etage, monsieur 
"Passage," said Gary 

The lift-boy looked doubtfully at his tweed suit 
"Okay, Okay Gary reassured him in a fatherly 
manner "I'm one of these birds of passage " 

The lift-boy paled and stood so stiffly that he 
quivered 

"Oiseaiix de passage, monsieur 

"Sure ' Sure ' Come on, now Let's get going 

"Bien, monsieur " 

The gates clanged The folding door flicked into 
position They went down one floor 
"Voild, monsieur " 

"Thanks," said Gary He stepped out and detect- 
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ing a temptation to linger, waved the boy away with 
his hand ''Beat it, will you 

''BieUy monsteur Au revotr, mons%eiir ” 

The lift ascended into heaven 
It was a very luxurious passage as passages went 
Its walls were panelled and painted, a rich purple 
carpet ran along the floor, and it was lit by wall sconces 
in the form of Egyptian ladies with prominent busts 
An oval French print in a gilt frame hung in the middle 
of each panel, and at the far end, about eighty yards 
away, was the curved handrail of a staircase ending 
with the bronze figure of a boy holding aloft an electric 
torch 

Gary tiptoed cautiously towards this place, and 
found himself at last within the sound of many voices, 
which reached him with that blurimg of resonance 
and reverberation which spoke clearly of a large 
number of people in a great hall Up there was the 
Casino As he listened, m a sweat of excitement, he 
could actually hear, among the hubbub, the cry of the 
croupiers and a voice, astonishingly close, so that its 
owner must have been standing at the head of the 
stairs, said ''Max%miimy d%% francs y madame 

Suddenly two fresh voices made him flatten himself 
quickly against the wall of the well of the staircase 
The sound of these voices was coming to him along the 
passage ^ He heard them talking gruffly to each other 
m French, after beginning abruptly in mid-sentence 
Then he heard the gates of the lift clang twice, and the 
faint whine as it departed The voices, speaking 
earnestly together, came gradually closer He waited, 
straining his ears to catch the words, and wondering 
what audacity of his could carry off the situation of their 
discovery of a young American doing his utmost to 
become invisible m full view of anyone who prepared 
to use the staircase He flattened himself still further 
He could hear the voices droning on, in chesty whispers 
now The passage was long, but the conversation was 
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cunously longer What the heck ^ Oh, sure ' He 
guessed that they had stopped He guessed that they 
were standing talking to each other, and his imagin- 
ation pictured them, from the sounds they made, as 
little men with black hair en brosse and Monte Cristo 
moustaches, and plump dinner-jacketed figures He 
would have given anything to look, but dared not take 
the risk The conversation ebbed now It became 
spasmodic, irreconcilable, rummative, and full of gaps 
for shrug and gesture Then he caught one word It 
'wsLs“Enfin >” and it was uttered with that air of worried 
resignation which does in fact mark the end of a con- 
versation which can have no end Then silence 

Gary waited, without bieathing The suspense 
was telling He imagined them stanng at their boots, 
stanng at each other, holding a woiried silence to- 
gether now, rather than worried words His heart 
leapt Perhaps they would go back ' He hadn’t 
finished with this passage yet Perhaps they would 
alter their minds and go up m the elevator Perhaps 
he wouldn’t be discovered yet 
The silence lasted It had lasted now for a sur- 
prising time What were they doing ? Dare he look ? 
Better not He looked 
The passage was quite empty 

At first Gary disbelieved this He would have heard 
the elevator He swore to himself surely that if he 
had heard the elevator come once he must have heard 
it come a second time He ventured out and stood in 
the middle of the carpet, starmg down the passage 
There was no doubt about it He was the only person 
present 

There was somethmg unpleasantly supernatural 
about this Two gentlemen of Monte Cristo m dinner- 
jackets could not simply disappear Then the chances 
were He began to advance cautiously down the 

carpet 

The door was quite obvious when he came upon it 
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It was not even a secret door It was simply a door 
of that typically French pattern which you may dis- 
cover anywhere in France, from the Palace of Ver- 
sailles to the humblest fennon, and which takes its 
place in the scheme oi wall decoration, not as an entity 
of its own, but as the untidy corner of one panel and 
the moulding of the next which can conveniently be 
opened There was no handle, but there was a large 
keyhole in which, unfortunately, reposed no key 

He pushed it gently with the tips of his fingers, 
keeping wary eyes and ears It did not budge He 
pulled a Yale key out of his pocket, wedged the tip of 
it gently in the keyhole and pulled That was no 
use either The damned, blankety door was locked ^ 
Wait a minute, though ' He poised the knuckles of 
his hand, and then knocked distinctly, tap — tap-tap 

Nothing happened 

Well This was clearly another case where he put 
his weight against it 

It was a noisy business, but at the fifth attempt 
there was a loud splintering and tearing, and the 
mortice came adrift A few gentle pressings and 
easmgs — and the door opened into darkness 

He entered cautiously, stumbled down three stone 
steps, and closed the door behind him The blackness 
was intense He fumbled for a matchbox, and found 
one match with his finger-tips He struck it It 
seemed to find difficulty in burning in the frowsty air, 
and vouchsafed only a few brief glimpses of a long 
stone passage with pipes and cables running along the 
wall before it flickered out He cursed silently, and 
took a few gingerly paces forward, only to tnp with an 
indescnbable racket over an empty fire-pail The 
sound clattered and banged through the hollow vaults 
with a noise to awaken the dead He stood waiting 
for it to finish, scarcely daring to breathe But if the 
dead were present none was awakened The echoes 
settled down again into the silence of a tomb After 
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an interval he started forth again, walking with arms 
outstretched, so that his hands could flutter the V/all 
on either side, and carefully advancing each foot before 
he put his weight upon it The way seemed inter- 
minable For at least five minutes he felt his way 
forward, and though his eyes must have been accus- 
tomed by now to the faintest hint of light, the darkness 
was as impenetrable as ever He reckoned that he 
must have come about two hundred yards, and still 
the passage led on at a gently descending level He 
stopped for a moment to look at his watch, which 
glowed brightly phosphorescent Nearly half past 
ten As he put his hand back m his pocket a noise 
startled him It was a little scuffling noise He 
waited tensely Everything was very silent 
''Hullo'’ he whispered 
"Hullo," a whisper answered back 
"Who's there he asked 
"Who's ilme'^" the answer came 
"God. darn it said Gary 
"God darn it f" agreed the echo 
Gary decided to keep himself to himself in the dark- 
ness After a pause to recover his coinage, he started 
forth again 

He must have gone another hundred yards wfflen a 
faini luminosity appeared ahead, deceptively at first, 
and then, as he stole towards it, as distinct outline of 
the passage, a long way off, surrounded by a frame of 
black, as if he looked down the wrong end of a tele- 
scope He quickened his pace, and, as he diew nearer 
to the light, he could see that it came from some kind 
of recess on one side of the passage and lit up the stone 
wall, which brought it to an abrupt end He stumbled 
the last thirty yaids in an ungainly sprint 

There was an iron door on the right wfflich felt, when 
he fingered it, like the emergency exit from a theatre 
A sharp shaft of light showed beneath, and from the 
other side came a confused whisper of voices He 
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smiled to himself, squared his shoulders, took a deep 
breath, and banged authoritatively on it the revolu- 
tionary code There was a loud clang as the bar was 
pushed, the door swung open in two halves, and Gary 
stepped into a haze of light He flicked his fingers 
from his right temple in salute 

“Howya, folks said Gary genially 


In the confused tangle of impressions which crowded 
upon Gary at that instant it is not easy to chronicle 
any sort of older The place was an aquarium Its 
black walls seemed to blaze at regular rectangular 
intervals with illuminated tanks containing every 
known grotesque, beautiful, and impossible variety 
of fish, from armoured crabs lazily mounting one 
another’s backs, to cascading shoals of little pink 
creatures which seemed to move like ballet dancers, 
with the flutter of tiny fans There was a door marked 
in large white letters ''Sorhe'\ and in the centre of the 
room, illuminated like the rest and set upon a table, 
a gigantic octopus heaved with slow convulsions in 
the corner of its tank The light shed by these sub- 
marine specimens was m constant movement, and it 
fell with a queer suggestion of rippling unreality on the 
humdrum figures of a dozen men or so with watery 
shirt-fronts, posed in a semi-circle of arrested amaze- 
ment It fell also on the figure of a girl in white 
evening dress 

''Oh, hello, Steph^” he said 
"You she exclaimed 
He grinned 

"The 'You melodramatic’ ? How did I get in ^ Oh, 
I ]ust bust open the door and walked What am I 
doing in Monte Cnsto ^ Oh, just keeping an eye on 
you Well, boys, how’s everything going 

His effrontery seemed to render them speechless 
"Nice place you’ve got here," rexuarked Gary, 
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looking round ''What's the name ol the guy in the 
middle 

His garruhty did something to galvanize the revolu- 
tionaries In an abrupt concerted movement they 
crowded round at chest level, not grimly, in the 
Anglo-Saxon manner, but with a shnll, gesticulating 
ferocity which in its way was just as ugly He could 
not understand what they said, but when they tried 
to manhandle him towards the door he dug his feet 
into the ground The room was filled with panting, 
grunting and the sounds of struggle 

"Now, now, boys * Take it easy ’ Hey there, 
Alphonse ^ Take your face out of my chest, will ya ^ 
Boys ^ Boys ^ Fm on your side f Easy now, or I 
shall get annoyed ^ Say, Steph, will you call oil the 
bloodhounds^" He struggled, with his arms thrust 
stiffly against the jambs of the door "Stephanie 
'"tin moment^ ordered Stephanie, and then moie 
sharply 'Monsieur Andre f Monsieur Dupont ^ 
Laissez-le, s'tl vous plait f Monsieur Rostand 

"There you are, boys," said Gary, elbowing them off 
and straightening his collar ' ' Her Hereditary Highness 
has spoken ^ Listen, Steph, can I be any help 

She faced him severely, but there w^as, he thought, 
an almost imperceptible flash of amusement behind the 
accusation in hei eyes 

"Eh hen, Monsieur Williams You will please tell 
us why you have come here ' 

'‘Well," said Gary modestly, still busy with his tie 
' ‘ You know me Tm one of these persistent guys 
"I think also that you are one of these very inter- 
fenngguys 

"Now, now. Your Highness You've got me 
wrong " 

"I repeat," said Stephanie "Why have you cofne 
here 

"Okay," admitted Gary grudgingly "If }ou 
must have it — I'm lookmg for a Mrs Williams " 
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She laughed, not altogether scornfully 
"'Also I think you're running your head into a noose 
here, and I kind of — thought Fd — like to stick around " 
A growing murmur rose suddenly, but the Princess 
silenced it with her hand 

''A noose ^ What is this noose 
He addressed himself to her directly, behind his 
assumption of banter 

'‘Steph, can't you cut it out ^ Can't you come down 
to earth for one moment ^ You haven't got a dog's 
chance * The people are getting yellow * They go 
round tapping at one another all the day, but they 
don't like it ^ I'm telling you > And now that the 

marriage is — ^how shall we say ^ — postponed " 

‘‘You know this 

“Oh, sure ’ I know everything I'm a natural 
born spy " 

Did she hesitate ^ He carried on, more earnestly 
than ever 

“Listen, Stephanie Will you do me a favour, and 
call it off ^ All this secret signs, and oiseaux de pas- 
sage, and sneaking around in the dark, and meeting 
in the aquarium after hours, it's — it's — darn it, it's 
early pre-war • Besides, it's dangerous You'll get 
hurt I don't want you to get hurt Stephanie, 
for God's sake, he yourself 

The Princess Stephanie smiled He did not like the 
look of that smile There was something unreasonable, 
something too self-confident, something almost fanati- 
cal about it 

“You must not be led astray by melodrama," she 
told him quietly “This is a very safe place in which 
we meet For two years we have held our meetings 
here There are three ways in, and three ways out 
The sign" — she shrugged — “is useful for the people 
It helps them to recognize their friends It gives one 
courage — to recognize one's friends " She looked at 
him very straight in the eye as she said this “I am 



RESTORATION COMEDY 221 

sorry, mon ami, but I do not draw back now I have 
a duty to my people ' ' 

Gary made a little gesture of resignation 
''OK, my dear,'" he said very quietly "Then I'm 
with you " 

She faltered 
"You are with us 

"I tell you," he said angrily, "that Til stick around 
somehow ^ If I can't stop you starting this comic 
revolution, then you can count me in ^ Up the Revo- 
lution 

Immediate tumult arose A few moments later a 
rather sleek individual advanced himself from the 
throng politely and constituted himself spokesman 
"Monsieur, I speak a little English I have 
listened with great attention to what you have to say 
I fancy, monsieur, that we shall know how to deal with 
you if you wish to make trouble " 

"Fair enough," admitted Gary 
"'Thank you, monsieur At the same time — there 
were one or two nuances in your remarks wkich excite, 
I think, a certain sympathy and understanding You 
must be — am I not right ^ — the Monsieur Gary Williams 
lately in the employ of the proprietor of the Royal 
Palace Hotel 

"Yes, but I " 

"We know that, monsieur " 

Gary looked at Stephanie "Oh, you do 
Stephanie looked ]ust over his head 
"You made some allusion, monsieur, to a search for 
a Mrs Williams " 

Gary blushed "Sure ^ I'm crazy about her If 
you like your English pure, I love her Whafs so 
funny about that 

"Nothing, monsieur" He bowed to the Princess 
"It is altogether intelligible Here we are citizens of 
Monte Cristo, monsieur But we are also French It 
is this which excites our sympathy Would it be 
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considered an impertinence if we made a request for 
some circumstantial evidence which might go some 
way to show — forgive me, monsieur — that you may 
genuinely be trusted 

“Well, after all,’’ Gary said, “I walked in here ’’ 

"That was very easy, monsieui ’’ 

“Oh, you thmk so ^ Supposing you’d shot me up i’’ 
“Ah no, monsieur We are not armed ’’ 

Gary stared “D'you mean to say you haven’t 
got guns ?’’ 

“But certainly not, monsieur i We are entirely 
civilized people That is — ^unless M Rostand ’’ 

“I ’ave,’’ confessed Monsieur Rostand guiltily, “but 
zere is nozzing in it ’’ He pulled out an old-fashioned 
revolver and opened the back to demonstrate 

“My God I’’ said Gary, amazed “You mean to say 
you’re running a revolution and you haven’t got guns 
M Andr6 hesitated 

"There is a small stack of rifles which belonged to the 
Army Do you think we should have more ^’’ 

Gary tore his hair in a dramatic gesture of des- 
peration 

“You’re crazy i’’ he cried “You’re up against a 
guy who doesn’t stick at murder, and you say ‘Should 
we have more guns ’’ 

He spoke with a fine, oratorical scorn 
“Murder?’’ — ^M Andre looked patronizing “Ah, 
no I’’ 

“Certainly 

“Not, Monsieur Reynaud C’esi de la folie 
“But I tell you he did ' Three times > I saw it 
with my own eyes i’’ 

“Ah, no >’’ said M Andre 

“You’re hopeless >’’ exclaimed Gary “I tell you he 
tried to run down the Pnncess here, with a big car, 
right outside the dooi of her apartment ' I saw him 
do it I And you say ‘Should we have more guns ?’ 
When that failed, what did he do ? Sent a httle runt 
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disguised as a carpenter to saw through the strands 
of the elevator rope ^ And you say 'Should we have 
more guns When the Princess stayed home he sent 
the same guy to fix up some kind of a death-trap with 
the awning over the sidewalk ^ And you say ‘Should 
we have more g^m$ He hired me, didn't he ^ I tell 
you that rat would stick at nothing ’ Do you know 
why the wedding was postponed ^ Why did this 
Prince Paul suddenly decide he didn't want to be a 
Prince, and keep right on driving his taxi ^ Because 
he hired another thug — a senator this time — to smash 
up his machine for him in the streets of Pans That's 
why ^ And you say, ‘Should we have more guns 
Should we have more guns f I ask you " He raised 
one finger in the air His voice echoed dramatically 
The echoes died away 
M Andre sighed and recovered his poise 
''We admit your sincerity, monsieur, and we thrill 
to your eloquence Before w^e proceed we may as w^'cll 
now admit the third little matter which excited our 
sympathy in your previous oration I refer, monsieur, 
to your efforts to persuade Her Hereditary Highness 
not to proceed further with the revolution At the 
time of your unexpected entry, monsieur, we had 
arrived, by the same thought process, at the same 
conclusion " 

He turned to the Pnncess 

"The moment, AUesse Hereditaire, is past By the 
day after tomorrow the fact that the marriage has not 
taken place will be m the newspapeis The peculiar 
appeal of the joint claim to the restoration will not 
apply AUesse, it is too late " 

"Not yet," said Gary softly 
"Monsieur 

"I said not yet ’ ' ' repeated Gary 
"But, monsieur 

"Listen," said Gary tensely "Maybe I don't have 
the same experience of revolutions as you, but all 
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the same I know this You're got to stnke while the 
iron's hot ^ Yonhe got to seize the psychological 
moment f If you'll tell me what time the Pans news- 
papers arrive the day after tomorrow, I'll tell you 
when's the psychological moment 
''But, monsieur 

Gary shouted ''What time do the newspapers 
arrive 

^ "The Pans newspapers, monsieur, at noon But the 
Eclair eur de Nice will receive the information by 
telephone It is on sale here at eight o'clock " 

"Fine I" said Gary, with an air of one who gams his 
point "Then the psychological moment is any time 
before eight o'clock the day after tomorrow " 

He surveyed them triumphantly 
A sudden clamour arose at his words The revolu- 
tionary deputies crowded round Monsieur Andre, 
demanding a translation of what had occurred M 
Andre gave them a rapid precis, and addressed himself 
once more to Gary, who stood with that little nervous 
pulse fluctuating in his temple 

"This is interesting, monsieur Pray continue " 
"Well, darn it all, gentlemen exclaimed Gary 
"Don't you see it's your only chance ^ The people 
here are all working themselves up for a revolution, 
twittering about birds and getting themselves into 
such a state of nerves that if you put off the darned 
thing much longer they'll either get too yellow to 
revolt or else it'll fall flat out of a sure sense of anti- 
climax ^ I tell you, if you're going to do it, you've 
got to do it now 5 You've got to do it the day after 
tomorrow ^ You've got to do it before the people 
crack ^ You’ve got to do it before they find out 
Prince Paul ratted on them ^ And what's more, you've 
got to do it while Reynaud and his bunch of gangsters 
think they're the only people who know about the 
marriage except ourselves — ^think we're deciding the 
game's up and are off their guard ^ I'll tell you what 
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youVe got to do ^ YouVe got to get word round to 
everybody to hold themselves in readiness to watch 
for the sign * Now 

‘‘It IS already round,” said M Andre calmly 

“Certainly,” said M Andre '‘Les otseaux de pas- 
sage “ 

“That's great ^ But you've not only got to get 
them ready, you've got to get 'em willing ^ You've 
got to keep their courage up ^ And what's more, you've 
got to get them armed And what's more, every man 
Jack of the population of this principality has got to 
know exactly when the signal's going to go off, and 
exactly what he's going to do when he gets it You 
can't ]ust have the population rushing around in the 
streets You've got to have organization * You've 
got to have a post for every man And every man at 
his post You’ve got to have an objective for every 
man ’ And every man's got to get his objective or 
bust in the attempt You've got to have a hundred 
men for the Casino And a hundred men for the 
Bams de Mer offices And two hundred more for the 
Palace Hotel And they've got to swoop down on 
those places, letting off their guns good and plenty 
You’ve got to make a ]ob of it You've got to get 
that gang of crooks so God-almighty scared they’ll 
sign anything you put before ’em And you've got 
to give each of 'em something to sign, all typed out 
ready You've got to crash the manager's office of 
the Palace Hotel with twenty picked men wnth guns, 
and you've got to slap a document on the desk abdicat- 
ing all his rights and messuages, and say, ‘Sign that, 
you— if you don't want a bullet in your belly 
“The army suggested M Andie 
“Fine ^'' Gary agreed “Give the thing an official 
flavour 5 You've got to get the police station And 
the railway station ^ And — is there a radio station 
here 


p 
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''Radio Monte Cnsto f Om, om 
"Get it/' said Gary 'Twenty men Sign up the 
manager on the dotted line and take him a^/ay to 
prison Do they keep a prison here ^ ' 

"No/’ said M Andre "We deport them ” 

"Good enough Put ’em over the frontier and tell 
’em to start walking and keep walking Steph, is that 
royal barge of yours in Cannes 
She nodded 

"Well, get off to her now You’ve got ]ust about 
thirty hours ” 

M Andre cleared his throat ‘ 'And — er — if one might 
ask — when does all this take place 
"Sure,” agreed Gary "If there’s anything else you 
want to know, ]ust ask That’s what I’m here for ” 
He looked round "The revolution starts at dawn, 
Wednesday ” 

"Dawnt” 

Gary looked at him "Any objections 
"Is it necessary to begin quite so early 
"Certainly it is Every revolution begins at dawn 
M Andre sighed With raised eyebrows he took a 
silent vote from his colleagues 
"Very well,” said M Andre miserably "At dawn ” 
Gary glared round the room, prognathous, dictator- 
ial 

‘ 'Okay, boys,” he nodded "Get going — and came 
out by that same door wherein he went 



CHAPTER SEVEKTEEN 


The next day was one of almost continuous and 
frenzied activity 

Gary had obtained for himself a room in a tall 
narrow hotel with a fantastic front and slab sides, 
two-thirds of the way up the hill towards the railv ay 
station Steep steps, and steep streets, and more 
steep steps still, led down from it m an iiiegular cascade 
to the Casino gardens, and from its vindovs he could 
command a view of nearly all the tovii It tumbled 
away below his balcony, which was a wishful thing, 
studded with bnght-blue china knobs and blazing with 
bougainvillaea Immediately beneath him was the 
Casino, much as he had seen it from the tram To the 
right w^as the circular building which housed the 
aquarium Beyond that the flag still fluttered from 
the roof of the Palace Hotel Beyond again was the 
harbour 

With the bed pushed sidewmys against the wall, and 
rickety cane chairs with lace antimacassars impounded 
from unoccupied rooms, the revolutionary committee 
sat there in constant, nervous, argumentative session 
The antiquated telephone, with its mahogany w^ail- 
bracket and handle for arousing the exchange, shiilled 
unceasingly A dozen times that day Gary clattered 
down the steps and busied himself at back premises, 
arranging volunteers for this and volunteers for that, 
and superintending the distribution of the guns A 
dozen times he was hauled up tne precipitous slope m 
the little cog- wheeled railway, and scrambled his w^ay 
down to the hotel again, through five back gardens, 
from the station 

In the town itself, m spite of everything that Gary 
could do to prevent it, was an air of suppressed 

2^7 
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excitement Men stood about m groups Waiters 
hovered outside cafes, looking up and down the street, as 
though they were expecting something Fat proprie- 
tors of shops stood in doorways watching At the 
entrances to hotels, concierges and commissionaires and 
collarless, striped-waistcoated porters grouped them- 
selves with their backs to the world, muttered together 
with unmoving lips, and glanced anxiously over their 
shoulders Everywhere was this attitude of waiting 
and watching In the elegant windows of the Monte 
Cristo branches of Pans coutouners, chic assistants with 
neat hair and flesh-coloured stockings stood, under 
some pretext of rearranging their wares, with their 
eyes keeping a curious lookout through the window 

The service was execrable, that day, in the Caf^ de 
France In the famous patisserie at the head of the 
square, where all the world collects in the morning for 
coffee and Eclairs before it is time to move on to the 
Cafe de France for cocktails and cigarettes, the clienUle 
was distracted at the way madame and her good- 
looking girls were constantly going to the door to gaze, 
when they should have been attending briskly to their 
orders 

In the famous establishment of Madelon across the 
way it was the same It was impossible to attract 
the attention of anybody at all At lunch that day, 
in the Hotel du Palais, the great restaurant was entirely 
without waiters for minutes at a time, and when threats 
of violence to the manager from the irate famous did 
produce them, they were hollow-cheeked and inatten- 
tive, and suffered furious rebukes with their minds 
fixed on something without the windows 

It seemed indeed as if it were impossible for Monte 
Cristoans to remain indoors They crowded into the 
streets, a black-clad population, and peered into the 
distance If a hostile conqueror had been expected 
from afar, by air, by steam-vessel, by tank, or by white 
palfrey, they could not have kept an mtenser, more 
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agitated -watch , and when great cannons thundered 
by, with gnm-faced drivers and the undoubted camou- 
flage of the name of some boulangene or a mafchand de 
fleiifs, they craned their necks after them and follow^ed 
them with their eyes in dL^'Guns-ihat-was'' voicelessness 
of alarm 

They were setting up Venetian masts in the Casino 
square They arrived m lorries, those tall red affairs, 
top-knotted with the gilt arms of the Monte Cristo 
family, which the municipality keeps in readiness for 
those high days and holidays, those fUes de gala which 
are so much the gayer for this decorative touch It 
was M Andre’s idea, and though Gary argued with him 
palely and passionately, there they w’^ere, being eased 
by grunting men into their sockets, to provide the 
passer-by with something to gape at, and to suggest 
an air of festivity which was belied by the nervous 
dissociation of every man who knew what they fore- 
boded 

There was no mistaking the fact that by that 
afternoon the subtle mood ol agitation and expectancy 
had communicated itself to the visitors They, too, 
began to stand about in groups, bewildered by this 
queer preoccupation of the inhabitants, stayed to 
watch the scenes of preparation with suspicious 
curiosity, and even caught the prevailing habit of 
reaching to see into the distance and asking each other 
apprehensively what it was that was expected to come 

That afternoon clouds came over the mountains 
The day grew grey, and the chilly mistral blew It 
struck all colour from the scene, and set the palm trees 
whispering and shivering together as though they, as 
well, chattered with anxiety It cast an evil spell of 
monochrome over the sea, whipping it into pale 
breakers, and sending up the unaccustomed spray 
from the walls and bastions and breakwaters It blew 
the umbrellas about outside the Cafe de France, and 
excited even the pigeons, throwing them angrily about 
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the air in whorls and loops There was an ochre aspect 
now in the sky, and 'The Head of the Cat’' shone with 
an eerie, other-worldly light, which descended upon it 
m parallel rays, as if even the gods aloft toyed with 
signs and portents 

At four o’clock the storm broke, and the good people 
crossed themselves For an hour there had been the 
smell of icy sulphur in the streets Now, suddenly, 
forked lightning flicked viciously between bellying 
clouds and sea, and there was the hiss of ram The 
heavens clapped open with tremendous majesty, and 
the water fell upon the little town, dashing itself madly 
upon the roofs and the empty square, and gossiping in 
the gutters The lights began to appear in the Casino, 
in the cafe, in the hotel, in the distant palace, to shine 
on streets and steps and pavements washed clean of 
people 

In the Cafe de France the Hungarian orchestra, 
looking sallow in the sulphuretted light, jingled their 
gipsy melodies to an empty floor The muted thunder 
banged and cavorted overhead In one corner three 
waiters, with hands behind their backs, formed a 
whispering triangle At one table near the floor the 
two professionals sat, the girl attending to her face 
unceasingly, the man staring vacantly out over the 
vacant floor 

Outside, a solitary vehicle, drawn by a decrepit horse 
and driven by an aged gentleman of whom practically 
nothing was visible between the brim of his top hat 
and the upturned collar of his tarpaulin, plodded and 
splashed Its occupant, if occupant theie was, was 
shrouded by an extension of the hood which enclosed 
the tonneau completely like a bell A violent 
explosion of thunder shook the air and vibrated the 
earth, but the old horse and the old cabby plodded on, 
too elderly, perhaps, to flee even from the wrath to 
come 

At eight o’clock the darkness fell Gary, rattled. 
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exhausted, soaked, and alone at last, watched it settle 
from the window of his room, saw the red and green 
harbour lights wink suddenly to one another, saw the 
street-lamps flash on m sections as a man in another 
part of the town flicked ebony switches and gave 
Monte Cristo to the night It was the night before the 
revolution 

Everything was arranged M Andre, as a member of 
the municipal government, had been accorded the 
honour of leading the party against the Casino M 
Rostand, with his revolver now supplied with shell, 
had been allotted Radio Monte Cnsto The others, 
after nerve-racking arguments, had accepted their 
appointed tasks Each had a hundred men under 
him, of which one-fifth were armed with rifles The 
army, consisting of thirty men, under the command of 
a general, had been assigned to the capture of the 
Royal Palace Hotel The population had been warned 
of what to expect A salute of twenty-one guns fiom 
the Royal Yacht at dawn He himself had been 
among them for a large part of the day, pounding the 
streets, and muttering the words ''A V Aiibe f'' to the 
people who waited on their doorsteps He had bought 
a small pocket dictionary to ascertain that that w as the 
word for ''dawn'’ 

"And keep your chins up he had added, for those 
who cared to understand 

"i VAuhe! A rAubef A VAtibef" The message 
had gone whispering about the town, zigzagging up and 
down the streets like a Chinese cracker, leaving blenched 
faces m its w^ake A VAtibe f It would not be long 
now, they told themselves The zero hour approached 
The' waiting and the watching would soon be over 
A VAube^ Some of the women cned a little and 
hugged children to their aprons Their meiifolk 
brushed oat their moustaches and seemed to acquire 
some spurious courage from the act Those who 
rifles received them hurriedly and thrust them 



232 RESTORATION COMEDY 

into the darkness of their doorways They were of an 
old French Army type, with wicked-looking bayonets 
His own was in the room with him, tucked beneath the 
bed A VAuhe ^ It would not be long now Twelve 
hours perhaps Already the storm was sailing out 

to sea, and the thunder rumbled on the horizon 

Gary leaned far out over his balcony, and looked 
eastward, towards that point in space where the distant 
lights of Cannes hung suspended in the darkness The 
ram had stopped, but everywhere was the sound of 
water, jumping and frolicking down to the sea, and the 
smell of the air was very sweet 

He did not notice the smell of the air Restless with 
excitement and nervous exhaustion, he dodged in 
quickly after that one short look, and, drenched as he 
was about the shapeless shoulders of his coat, and with 
mud spattered and solidifying about his trouser-ends, 
he hurried out again, and went squelching down those 
interminable steps, for the thirteenth time that day 
Monte Cristo would not sleep much that night Now 
it was the doorways which were lit, and the streets 
which were dark, but in every doorway of every street 
stood a man, or a woman, or a family, not talking to 
one another, but standing silently, as if they obtained 
some comfort from the simple sight of one another, and 
the sight of him, as he went splashing past There was 
something a little uncanny about this silent scrutiny 
The thought crossed his mind that it was rather like 
running through a town of Swiss weathercocks, of 
innumerable toy doorways, each with its little figure 
So he came again to the Casino Square The masts 
were up now, linked by bedraggled chains of artificial 
flowers The effect was incongruous, and yet fitted 
the universal scheme of expectation Apart from those 
mute witnesses of things to come, the place seemed 
strangely normal — more normal, indeed, than he had 
seen it on the previous night A little group of shirt- 
fronts and glowing cigar-ends passedrthe entfacte of the 
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Opera — it begins at six — in the open air The police- 
man, caped now against the ram, saluted him with 
an air of gravamen The parking-lights of the cars 
glowed steadily red about the railings The same old 
strains of the same old Hungarian orchestra filtered 
through the tightly fastened windows, and in silhouette 
against the intricately looped and gathered blinds, 
which you see only m rich hotels and everyw^here m 
Monte Cristo, were the shapes of couples dancing The 
head waiter who had refused him lunch was standing m 
his doorway, saw him, looked the other way, and gave 
him a gruff good evening 

Gary stopped for a moment and took an academic 
interest in the bill of fare 

‘'Everything OK he whispered 
“Yes, sair 

“OK Keep your chin up l See you at dawn 
He paced on, hands in pockets, shoulders hunched, 
damp coat-collar upturned 

An electric bell clanged somewEere, and the smokers 
by the Opera entrance bestirred themselves, sent cigar- 
and cigarette-ends chasing one another m faint para- 
bolas, and crow^ded slowly through the door 

Gary halted in the shadows to see the last of them 
safely in 

The policeman came up quietly and stood beside him 
without a word 

A chauffeur whispered suddenly, close to them, in 
the darkness 

“Cor blimey said the chauffeur “^Aven't got 
much of a night for it, ’ave they ^ “ 

Gary turned his head, suddenly startled 
“What for he demanded under his breath 
The chauffeur grinned 
“For the perishing Opera, I donY fink 
“Say, what are you babbling about 
“What, 'avenY you ^eard ^ Cher » There’s going to 
be a bloody revolution !” 
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'"Well, what do you know exclaimed Gary 
''So one of the chaps was telling me A real bloody 
revolution * Rivers of blood ^ Casino blown sky hgh ^ 
What a lark, eh * Coo, I wouldn't miss that for 
much ^ A real bloody one I wish I knew what time it 
was Coo, I wouldn't 'arf like to push m a few of these 
dagos Cher ^ Real blood ^ What a larky eh 
"Say ’ How many of you boys know about this 
"Oh — only me and Bert, and a chap with a Fiench 
Rolls What you might call the cognoscenti " 

The chauffeur nudged him, and lowered his voice 
"I seen you snooping round a bit 'Ow about it, 
mate ^ Do we get the password 
"D'you mean that 

"All right, if you don't believe me Want to see me 
driving licence 

Gary grinned suddenly "Swell * Care to come along 
at dawn 

The chauffeur stepped back two paces smartly and 
saluted "Cars ordered for dawn, sir Right you are, 
sir " 

Then the policeman spoke 
‘ 'Faut dormir un peu 

Gary felt suddenly tired There was nothing more 
that he could do 

"I guess you're nght at that," he said 
He dragged himself up the steps again (for the 
railway was no longer running), stopping at ifterent 
levels to turn and look out over the darkness and the 
lights and the inky sea as he mounted up With utter 
weariness he acknowledged the unwilling salutes of the 
fierce moustachios and the quietly waiting women 
''Chin up, brother 
"Chin up, sister 

Once he stopped to pat the head of a little girl who 
held up a doll to him as he passed 

He reached the respectable, odoriferous little hotel at 
last^ almost fell through the doorway, and flung himself, 
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With a \\hite face, into one of the fragile chairs m the 
carpetless and airless salle-d-manger 

For the night before an upheaval the scene was 
almost unbelievably prosaic , and m his condition of 
fatigue Gary yielded to it almost giatefiilly Slost of 
the diners had already left, to read or knit for half an 
hour over the tops of their spectacles befoie retiring 
to their beds Their disordered napkins and half empty 
bottles of Graves testified to their departure The 
heels of the little sei ving-girl clacked busily on the bare, 
highly polished boards The air was heavy with the 
remnants of a generation of repasts and the foul leek 
of the French tobacco smoked, through a cigarette- 
holder, by the elderly gentleman in the corner with 
the grey beard, the pince-nez, the Legion of Honour, 
and the ciossword 

In the middle a pale girl, whose skinny elbows 
projected sharply from the too-short sleeves of a home- 
made jumper, lingered, absorbed m the pages of a novel 
propped against a carafe of water A tall slender lady, 
with hairpins, rose, and, at her rising, the gentleman in 
the corner scrambled politely to his feet He bowed 
to her She bowled to him She bowed, less per- 
ceptibly, to Gary Gary waved a feeble hand She 
depaited gracefully Gary swung round in his chair 
and fell to, without enthusiasm, on some boiled, colour- 
less fish, sickbed o’er with rubber mushrooms 

He did not go down into the town again, for he had 
shot his bolt Instead, he sat in one of the two wicker 
chairs at the foot of the staircase, slumped dowm, 
untidy, dirty, and with his hair tumbling over his face, 
taking a fitful, uneasy interest in the pictures of a 
travel-advertisement for Japan It was very quiet m 
the little hall A very fat gentleman, with a book 
propped on one of the billows of his stomach, slept 
soundly From somewhere round the corner came the 
tiny noise of knitting-needles From time to time the 
old concierge, who was a kindly man, peered at Gary 
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short-sightedly with an expression of sympathetic 
apprehension After an hour of this Gary suddenly 
smashed the pages of the folder together m a way which 
made everybody ]ump, flung it on the wicker table, 
gave a hitch to his trousers, and went noisily up the 
stairs 

The plump gentleman closed his mouth and opened 
one eye He had a deep bass voice 
*'Type nerveux, ces Amencmns '' 

''Ah oii% f Cest affreux f'' 

"Cast atroce 

"Enfin 

"Enfm 

The grumbling of their voices followed Gary up the 
stairs, filing him with a wild and unreasoning irritation 
He lunged into his room and slammed the door His 
heavy footsteps, on the jerry-built, carpetless floor, 
shook the building He had a matchbox m his hand 
He waited there for a moment and then flung it with all 
his force at the enamelled jug beside the washstand, on 
the floor The box flung open and the matches spilled 
Then he passed a big, slender hand and wrist through 
that unruly lock, threw open the double windows which 
the maid had locked, and leaned once more with his 
elbows on the balcony 

He tried to see his watch There were six hours — 
seven hours What time was this infernal dawn, 

anyway ^ Say six hours and a half Sleep ^ 
Impossible Six hours and a half Six hours and 
a half before those lamps of Nice, still strung half-way 
across the sky, yielded to the light, and a ship with 
Stephanie on board steamed round in a quiet semi- 
circle 

'‘Yeah,'" said Gary disgustedly 'T know Came 
the dawn '' 

He glared down resentfully at the Palace lights, at 
the floodlit front of the Casino 

'T don't know what you make of this," said Gary, 
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‘'but if you want to know what I think Fll tell you 
Fm crazy l'' And with that he slammed the window, 
gave the jerry a vicious kick, and flung himself on the 
iron bed 

There was a gosh-darned awful pattern on the wall- 
paper There were a whole lot of violet bows Bows, 
bows, bows Whichever way you looked at the crack- 
pot things, they made lines for the eye to run along 
— diagonals, horizontals, diamonds, rhomboids And 
wavy yellow lines Miles of them * Waving in and 
out And flashes of magenta What the heck were 
those things ^ Were they baskets ^ The guy who 
designed a wallpaper hke that He imagined the 

guy who designed a wallpaper hke that One of these 
middle-aged, artistic Frenchmen With a beard 
Why, in the name of everything that was holy, should 
Frenchmen have so much hair ^ This guy had a beard 
He was sitting very primly and precisely, with a 
drawing-board, and a light to one side of him just so, 
and a paint-brush in his hand, and he was drawmg 
wavy yellow lines and magenta baskets Gary 

went up to the guy with a piece of the paper in his 
hand and said “Hey, you ^ Did you design this 
The Frenchman said it was very artistic He said 
that yellow wavy lines and mauve bows were con- 
sidered pretty ravishing in the highest circles ‘ ‘ Y eah ? ' ' 
Gary said “Well, I think they’re absolutely lousy 
'‘Mon cher monsieur /’’the Frenchman said 

He woke up with a start What in thunder w^as the 
time ^ A quarter of one He reached for a cigarette 
and lit it, inhaling deeply Four hours ^ Five hours > 
He kicked himself from the bed and stood up, and went 
once more to open the window 

No dawn yet But a lot of movement The Nice 
lights twinkled What the hell made those lights 
twinkle ^ Something to do with moisture He couldn’t 
see a blessed thing else in the sky No sea, no sky, no 
horizon Just lights Down below the town lay 
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uneasily sleeping There were only the ground-floor 
lights now in the Palace windows, with an occasional 
square to mark a bedroom The town was dark All 
except the Casino The Casino was floodlit, and stood 
out from the soft darkness, stark, fairylike and improb- 
able They probably kept the blamed things on all 
night 

He wondered if those people were really asleep 
Those people who stood around in the doorways Not 
that he cared He yawned over the brooding 

city — or town — or state — or what the heck 

tie went back to the bed and lay on it again, with 
one arm behind his head, smoking his cigarette and 
blowing the smoke up to the ceiling Even the ceiling 
had those darned mauve bows It was enough to 
altei the whole history of Europe That reminded him 
of his rifle He felt underneath the bed and fetched it 
out Heavy thing And pretty useless, when you 
came to think of it One bullet, one hundred yards 
To think that guys went to war with things like that ^ 
Any self-respecting gangster could have shown these 
European armies a thing or two about how to get 
results Gee ^ Imagine going over the top with one of 
these in your hand ’ And a long wriggly bayonet ^ 
Could you really push a thing like that right through a 
guy ^ He guessed you could, or they wouldn't fit the 
things 

You did this, and you did that, and out came the 
magazine with six cartridges m it, and six long bullets 
Funny to think a little thing like that would kill a man 
But it would You put the magazine back like that, 
and click ^ You waggled this knob, pulled it back, 
pushed it in again, pressed it down and — wham ^ That 
let the daylight into that poor boob ^ He'd half a mind 
to let a little daylight into some of those bows If he 
aimed at the third bow from the left of the seventh 
diagonal counting from the wall ]ust above his head, 
the shot would very likely go clean through the bow# 
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clean thiough the ceiling, clean through the bed above, 
and clean through the backside of that pale girl who 
was reading the book at dinner He crooked his finger 
over the trigger and took careful aim One eighth of 
an inch, fellows ^ One eighth of an inch Darn it, 
he was getting morbid f 

He put the thing down on the floor beside him and 
started counting bows Let's see, now What was 
it that guy had said ^ Oh yeah * Something about 
being acceptable in the very highest circles But that 
was baskets, not bows Yeah, that's right * Baskets f 
Mon cher monsteur, these baskets He fell 

asleep 

It' was four o'clock when he was suddenly wide 
awake, with brain clear and pulses thiobbmg He 
made a quick, convulsive movement Four o'clock ’ 
He sprang to the window and looked out with sharp 
eyes Dark as pitch * And yet And yet 

God ^ What time did they have their dawn around 
these parts ^ Four o'clock Maybe half an hour ^ 
Maybe an hoar ^ 

Fle'd been right about that Casino It was blazing 
all right Damned vulgar ostentation and the uses of 
adveitisement ^ Perhaps if he put his hand across it 
and shielded it from his eyes My God, there was 
a light * A distinct light * Over there beyond Nice 

He swung back and turned off the room lights and 
stared again 

Yeahf It was clear ^ Yeah, that's right ^ There was 
no mistaking it The dawn t 

He began to tremble 

Gosh, this was terrific * Hold it, boys ^ This was one 
of those moments ^ This was Gosh ^ This was 

the most exciting thing This was 

Steady now * Steady ^ 

He swallowed Phew ^ Any signs of that ship yet ^ 
Nary a sign ^ But the sky grew lighter It was 
obviously lighter And cold ’ He had no idea how cold 
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it got in this part of the world in the early morning 
Of course ^ That's what it was He was shivering 5 
If only he'd thought of a hot cup of coffee 

What was that ^ Was that a ship ^ Was that a 
He went and fetched the rifle No, he couldn't see 
it now Must have imagined it 
Were those other guys ready ^ His heart made six 
gymnastic revolutions at the thought that those other 
guys might not be ready Supposing they were asleep 
in bed f Andre, and Rostand, and He eyed the 

telephone 

His eyes dropped and then travelled unthinkingly out 
to sea again It — ^it was a ship J It WAS a ship ^ IT 
WAS A SHIP » 

He swallowed not less than fifteen times The gun 
was m his hand He could make it out quite clearly 
now, with its little red and green navigation lights, 
steaming slowly in a ghostly sea It was dark behind the 
lights of Nice, but in the east he could see clouds, and 

fingers, and br A haze of coastline He whipped his 

head round again There she was ’ Not more than a 
mile away ^ A white yacht ^ As clear as clear * He 
could see the wave, now, at her bows, and the gilt 
about her pointed prows, and her wireless masts ^ 
Gosh ^ Things were getting pretty near now * If only 
it wasn't so cold ^ Were those other guys ready ^ 
They must be * Here she comes ’ A lovely thing 
Boy ^ What ayacht t 

Travelling, too Difficult to see in this half light 
She must be She must be Hey f Was she up to 
the green harbour light ^ She was ^ She was * She 
was within inches ^ Christ — it was now * 

He gripped the rifle tightly Now for %t ^ Now for it ^ 
Now for 

Boom — Boom — Boom — Boom — Boom — Boom — Boom t 
Gary let out a sudden, wild, ear-splitting yell 
''Hooray^'* yelled Gary ''Hooray^'' he yelled 
With distended nostrils he raced to the door and 
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clattered down the stairs, yelling as he ran He burst 
out into the street 

'‘Hey yelled Gary, beside himself ''Hooray ^ 
Hey ^ Hooray ^ Up the Revolution t Hooray t'' 

He tore down the steps of the shelving street, 
noticing nothing, brandishing his rifle above his head, 
yelling and screaming himself hoarse He came out 
into the Casino Square “Hooray f'' he yelled 
“Hooray ^ Whoops f Yahoo f Zowie t Yahoo ^ 
Ahoy t Up the Revolution t Down with all the dirty 

cads ^ Yow f Yippee t Hoor '' 

It seemed very quiet in the Casino Square 
“Yoi^“ shouted Gary “Up the Revolution t Up the 
cads t Yoohoo He fired off six shots into the air 
There was a sudden swirl of pigeons 

Where were the others ^ He looked about him Only 
the pigeons fluttered in the air 

“Hey t ' shouted Gary doubtfully, turning m his tracks 
The negro porter came out through the swing-doors 
of the H6tel de France in his shirt-sleeves, blinking 
'Ts this here the revolution, suh he enquired 
Gary flung the rifle on to the ground 
"Say, what is this he demanded 
"I don't know, suh. I'm sho', 'nless you do " 

Three policemen came marching, with their tassels 
swinging, up the hill, past the entrance to the hotel 
The front one was his friend 
Gary's eye lit up 

“Come on, boys shouted Gary “Come on t Storm 
the Casino t Up the Revolution t Up the Reds 

"I place you," said the foremost policeman, evidently 
reciting a lesson, "under arrest " 

“You what 

"I place you," repeated the policeman, "under 
arrest Beards," he added, waving a hand at the 
outraged pigeons 

"But — but — you can't arrest me * What about the 
revolution 


Q 
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The policeman spoke with elaborate distinctness 
'*Vous venez avec nous You — come — please 
Gary breathed rapidly through his nostrils 
''No, you don't he said "You dirty double- 
crossers ^ You yellow rats ^ Umph He lunged out 
at the nearest policeman 

But those policemen were astonishingly quick His 
flying arm was caught in a grip of iron In another 
moment a foot was between his two legs A second 
later, and another arm was twined about his left, 
pulling it behind him, pulling it up behind his back, 
lifting it 

He fought like a madman, stamping, kicking, jerking, 
twisting, struggling 

In the grey distance two chauffeurs came running, 
one fifty yards ahead of the other 

"0^ shouted the first one, waving his arms "0^ ^ 
Watt for me! Oi t Where's the revolution^" 

Gary was pinioned He was helpless 
"I'll murder you for this >" he said "You can't do 
this to me ^ I'm an American citizen 
The chauffeur turned on his heel and accosted Bert 
"Too late again, Bert," he said '‘They've 'ad it 
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At first they ''frog-marched'' him through the 
silent streets, but afterwards, when they found him too 
exhausted and dejected to do anything but go quietly, 
they marched one on either side of him and one behind 
“Give me a cigarette, somebody “ 

His fnend the policeman produced a yellow packet 
from the pocket of his tunic and held a match for him, 
obsequiously waiting, while the phosphorus spluttered 
and flared until the wood was burning brightly 
“Ca va 
“Uh-huh " 

Enavant^'' 

The little procession made its way, with the jingle 
of spurs and the clank of swords, past the sleeping hotels, 
by the walls and the iron gates and the fleshy plants of 
villas, round two sides of a little church tucked under 
the tall, yawning arch of the railway viaduct, and so 
through some of those meaner streets he had canvassed 
from door to door the day before Now the doors were 
tight shut Rows and rows of tightly shut doors, 
whose panels seemed symbolic and unfriendly m the 
early morning light 

At last they came to a neat little fortress, built, like 
everything else, in clean white stucco, but castellated 
round the roof, and with crossed arrow-slits to peep 
from, through the bougainvillaea, instead of windows 
A blue flag flew from one of the corner turrets, and on it, 
in plain white letters, was the one word “Police" 

“Do we go in here Gary asked 

'‘S’ll vous platt, monsieur Passez, monsieur " 

“Well, you needn't be so darned polite about it This 
old-world courtesy gives me the creeps " 

''Passez, monsieur Passez " 

243 
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"'OK/' said Gary ''It's a pleasure " 

They walked up three steps with military precision 
"Now where 
^'Pardon, monsteur 

The nearest policeman bent civilly to open a door on 
the right, and held it for him 
"Do I go in 

''S'tl vous plait, monsieur " 

Gary found himself in a pleasant office with a fire 
burning m the grate It was inhabited by a magnifi- 
cent individual with rows of medals on his chest, and a 
pith helmet on his head, who rose gallantly to his feet 
as Gary entered, removed the helmet with a flourish and 
bowed 

"I very much regret," said this individual 
"That's all right," said Gary weakly 
"Monsieur has not slept 
"Not much," Gary admitted 
The magnificent individual clucked with his tongue 
"To lead a revolution, there is very much excitement 
Very much fatigue Une chaise /" 

The three policemen competed as to who should be 
first to fetch a chair 

"You're telling me," Gary agreed, sinking into it 
'‘Trh bien " The magnificent individual pulled up 
the tails of his frock-coat, waggled his posterior, and 
lowered it gently, and with infinite caution, on to his 
own chair Then he pulled a sheet of paper towards 
him Then he made a thoughtful selection of pens 
''Voire nom, monsieur 
"Williams " 

" Villiumts Prenom ' 

"Which ^" 

"Aristide suggested the individual " Auguste P’ 
"Oh yeah, I get you Gary " 

"You spell 
"G— A— R—Y " 
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“No,G” 

“You will wnte, please ” 

He turned the paper round and held out a pen 
“Sure,” said Gary, getting up and taking the pen, 
sticking his tongue out of one corner of his mouth, and 
writing his name m a fair hand 
“Ah, hon I J — A — R — Y Comme U cinema ’’’ 
“You win, pal,’’ said Gary feebly 
“Votre adresse ^’’ 

“HdtelFlora-Metropole ’’ 

The pen of the magnificent mdividual scratched 
“ Hotel Flora-Metropole ’’ 

He drew a line underneath it, surveyed his handiwork, 
blottjd it, blew his nose, took a pinch of snuff, sneezed, 
wiped his moustache ivith a very clean white handker- 
chief, replaced it in the cuff of his uniform, rose and 
held out his hand 

‘ ‘Mem, monsieur I very much regret 
“That goes for me too,’’ said Gary “Thanks, all 
the same ’ ’ 

“It IS nothing, monsieur I hope your incarcer- 
ation will be pleasant ’’ 

“Incarceration I’ 

The Chef de Police rapped out sudden orders, in a 
rasping tone The three policemen sprang to atten- 
tion and turned to the right 

‘ ‘Hey I ’ ’ said Gary “Wait a minute ' I demand to 
see the American Consul ' You can’t incarcerate ' ’ ’ 
“Marchez <” bawled the magnificent individual 
The three policemen marched, and, since Gary was 
m the middle of them, he marched too, albeit crabwise 
“0 K ,’’ muttered Gary gnmly “0 K ' You w'ait, 
that’s all I I’m one of these revengeful guys You 
wait till our Ambassador hears about this! Oh, ^ all 
right, all right I Only stop pushing me, will you 
They led him out of the door opposite to the one by 
which they had entered from the street, down a long 
whitewashed passage to the nght, down another long 
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passage, up a flight of stairs, down another long resonant 
and intensely chilly passage till they halted at a door 
at the end 

The first policeman produced a large key from his 
trouser pocket, but found it did not fit the lock 
There was some discussion about this in excited under- 
tones, while Gary leaned wearily against the wall 
Finally, another policeman was despatched to report 
the matter While he was away the first policeman, 
unwilling to admit defeat, examined the key closely, 
inserted it again, rattled it furiously, examined it anew, 
and made the experiment of inserting it upside down 
It worked 

'' Ah ^ Votld f Entrez, monsieur '' 

Gary heaved himself upright from the wall, yawned 
cavernously, felt his unshaven chin, saluted with his 
fingers, and went m The door banged behind him 
The key turned in the lock 

He was in a plain, unfurnished room He looked 
round at the whitewashed walls, and the plain un- 
varnished floor, without interest There was a door 
in one of the walls, and, as a matter of routine, he 
tried it It was locked 

''Qm estla d. voice cried m alarm 

Gary's scalp moved 

'‘Who IS there repeated the voice, in English 

''Stephanie he shouted “Stephanie ’ It's me ^ 
Gary /" 

The lock in the door turned and the door opened 

She was in a fur coat, with a handkerchief tied round 
her hair 

“Stephanie he exclaimed again, crouching “Are 
you all right 

The obvious thmg was to take her in his arms, but 
he was diffident 

“There was a key in it," she explained “So I 
turned it " 

“Pretty wise, at that," he agreed “You never 
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know who you may be liable to run into in these 
foreign prisons '' 

She would not look at him Instead, she looked 
over her shoulder 

''Still one of those flippant guys 

"That’s me^” he said, and then in a more gentle 

voice "Steph, you look about all in* " 

"Oh, mon Gary 5" she whispered, and fell against 
him, like a tired child, with one hand on each of his 
shoulders and her cheek against his sweater 

He picked her up There was a wooden bench 
running along the wall He earned her to it and set 
her down, sat beside her, pillowed her head against 
his chest and closed his eyes 

"I told you there was nothing m this revolution 
racket,” he said "Let's go to sleep and forget all 
about it ” 

Her hand found the lapel of his coat and held it 
He fell to kissing the top of her head 


Gary awoke to find M Reyuaud standing before them. 
M Reynaud was nodding his head and wagging his 
beard reflectively and saying to himself over and over 
again ''Cast charmant, n' est-ce-pas ^ Oh, e'est char- 
mant f Voyez-vous ^ Cast charmant, n' est-ca-pas 
"Get out'” said Gary "Sorry, Steph Go on, 
get out 

M Reynaud had the appearance of kindliness 
personified His eyes twinkled He bowed to Steph- 
anie and murmured ''Altassa ” 

"D'you hear what I say ^ Get the hell out of hoe ^ 
What’s the time 

"It is ]ust after nine o'clock,” said M Reynaud 
"You have had breakfast 

"No, thanks,” said Gary "Now beat it, wiU you 
"Gary, you must not be so rude That is M 
Reynaud.” 
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''Am I likely to forget it 

M Reynaud seemed surprised at the ferocity of his 
tone He licked those very clean lips, so haiiless in so 
much hair, and decided to speak in rather a formal 
tone 

"I am sorry,"' he said, "that the revolution has 
proved such a fiasco It is not my fault, I assure you. 
Monsieur Williams I have done nothing to stop it 
In fact, I did not even know The spirit in Monte 
Cristo, I am afraid, is very bad Very bad There 
is no loyalty There is no idealism For me, perhaps, 
this is fortunate , but for you, believe me, I quite 
understand I am very sorry And for you, Altesse 
You are made to look a little ludicrous, monsieur, but 
what of that ^ It will pass You must not bear any 
grudge to me Is it my fault if you are the only man 
who makes the revolt 

"Maybe not," Gary agreed "Though I wouldn't 
put it above a dirty murderer 

Monsieur Reynaud was clearly astounded 
"A murderer ^'' he repeated 

"Certainly ^ D'you think I make revolutions for 
fun ^ D'you think I fire guns off every day of my life ^ 
It's only because this town is run by a bunch of killers 

that I Say * Have you got the neck to deny 

that 

"You will tell me, please Whom did I murder 
"Now, listen," said Gary, holding up three fingers 
"Three times you tried to make away with Stephanie 
here " 

"I tried to make away with the Princess 
"Gary, you are being one of these absurd guys 
"I know what I'm talking about * Did you or did 
you not hire a car to run down Stephanie m the Rue 
de la Boetie 
"Never 

"You didn't^" 

"But, my dear monsieur, every car will run down 
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everybody in the Rue de la Boetie, free, gratis and for 
sheer joie de vtvre ^ To hire the traffic in Pans to run 
down the pedestrian, it is not necessary 
Gary narrowed his eyes 

'Ts that so ^ Well, what about the elevator cord ^ 
What about the little guy who fixed the awning ^ 
What about that precious senator who darned nearly 
slaughtered Prince Paul 

‘‘The elevator cord ^ A little guy ^ A senator^ 
You astonish me, monsieur 

“That elevator cord was hanging by about three 
strands 

M Reynaud shrugged his shoulders 
“Naturally he exclaimed “Every elevator cord 
in Pans hangs by about three strands '' 

“Oh yeah^“ 

“It IS one of our national characteristics,'* said 
M Reynaud “As for the little guy wuth the 
awning “ 

“I suppose he ran about half the night on the side- 
walk ]ust measuring up 

“Very likely," agreed M Reynaud “It is perfectly 
probable " 

Gary looked at M Reynaud sideways 
“Am I supposed to believe all that 
“Really, my dear monsieur remarked M Reynaud 
almost angnly “It is a matter of very little moment 
to me what you believe, I can assure you In France, 
fortunately, a man may still beheve what he chooses 
But in Monte Cristo, at any rate, I am only the man 
who can do what he chooses I very much regret, 
monsieur," he continued simply, “that I had previously 
omitted to inform you that I am the President of the 
Republic Ridiculous, is it not 
Gary pinched himself 
“Say, is this real 

M Reynaud smiled “Sometimes I am tempted to 
ask myself this same question," he said “Nevertheless, 
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I am given to understand that it is so It was decided 
upon when we arranged our little revolution 
Gary turned to Stephanie *'Is that right 
Stephanie faced M Reynaud imperiously 
''If there is no Republic of Monte Cnsto/' she said, 
"how can there be a President of the Republic 
M Reynaud gravely accepted the rebuff 
"It is a pure technicality, AUesse Nevertheless, if 
I might be allowed to issue my orders for a moment ' ' 

He bowed interrogatively to each 
"Oh, sure," said Gary generously "Go right 
ahead " 

M Reynaud waited for Stephanie to speak 
"We are prepared to listen," she informed him 
graciously 

"Thank you," said M Reynaud "I am very mi ch 
afraid that I must adhere to my original plans We 
wish no more revolutions " He clicked his finger and 
two policemen entered the room "I understand. 
Monsieur Williams, that you still wish to marry thiS 
lady 

"I certainly do shouted Gary "And let me tell 
you " 

M Reynaud held up his hand He bowed to the 
Princess 

"And you, AUesse 
"Naturally," said Stephanie 

"Then," said M Reynaud solemnly, "I pronounce 
you man and wife " Only his eyes twinkled "It is 
quite painless, is it not 

Gary and Stephanie looked at each other, and then 
at M Reynaud 

"It IS quite all right," M Reynaud assured them 
"It works " 

“Married whispered Gary, feeling a little faint 
"Does it feel uncomfortable ^ ' 

Gary eased his collar "Well, I hardly know yet 
I Gosh J MarnedV 
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Suddenly Stephanie flung her arms round M Rey- 
naud’s neck and began kissing him 
'‘Hey there shouted Gary "Hey * Not so fast f 
Say, wait a minute ^ Do I get the reward ^ ' 

"Ah, no, monsieur 5" 

"I don't get it 

"I am so sorry, monsieur '' 

"What about my five thousand a year for life 
"It does not materialize, monsieur The offer was 
withdrawn " 

"Don't I even get the bathing beaches 
"No, monsieur " 

"It's a swindle ^ Say ^ Will you please step making 
love to my He tapped Stephanie on the 

shoulder "D'you mind if I cut m ^ " 
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There was a gentleness about the sunshine now, 
and a softness about the white fronts of the great hotels 
of the Promenade des Anglais which receded in a 
magnificent semi-circle into more and more opulent 
haze The sky was a paler blue, and the unrippled 
surface of the Mediterranean stretched, entirely 
placid and inviting, to where a streak of silver marked 
the extremities of sea and sky 

The yellow railings of the bath the most worldly 
of all the Mediterranean littoral were warm to the 
touch, but no queue formed Only Madame Harry 
herself, her lined old face bronzed like a negress's, a 
cigarette in her mouth, and the warm wind playing 
with her untidy grey hair and the folds of her tre- 
mendous figure, leaned against one of the uprights 
of the gate 

Through the interstices of the railings a few of the 
hardier spirits among all that was most bourgeoise and 
most respectable of the population of Nice could be 
seen disporting themselves on the pebbles of the beach 
There was a very thin boy with close-cropped hair, and 
a brown body bared by the rolling down of the upper 
portion of his vestment-of-the-bath, throwing a brightly 
coloured ball into the air There was the unwieldy 
and almost unrecognizable bulk of a fat, foreshortened 
lady lying on her back and reading The Sex Life of the 
Dictators In the middle distance a determined 
young woman, with a mountain of pink flesh swelling 
between her trunks and her brassiere, supported her 
bulk on shoulders and elbows and bicycled in the air 
with her legs A few paces from her a lady and a 
gentleman, in formal black, sat side by side giving 
their bare feet to the sun A very small boy with a 

252 
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very large bicycle came wobbling down the promenade, 
to stop with one foot on the radmgs and to whistle at 
the prospect Madame Harry took no notice 

Presently a very tall young man and a smallish girl 
arrived, walking with their arms about each other’s 
waists The girl wore a fur coat, open, and a handker- 
chief knotted round her head, and the young man had 
wild hair rustling in the breeze, a much-creased suit, a 
tie which flapped, an ecstatic expression, and a vividly 
unshaven chin 

They advanced upon Madame Harry’s, looking into 
each other’s eyes with that slow, swinging motion of the 
very-much-m-love When they reached the corner of 
the railings they looked over them with a friendly, 
reminiscent smile, and then they kissed Madame 
Harry took no notice 

They wandered up m step to the wicket gate The 
young man held out a ten-franc note 
“Cahne familiale/' he said ‘"Dotible ” 

Madame Harry looked them sharply up and down, 
with evident suspicion 

'‘Vous Hes marries she snapped 
The young man laughed confidently 
''Are we married he exclaimed 
The girl laughed too confidently 
''Vous etes sur que vous etes marnes 
' ‘Sure f Sure ^ ’ said Gary 
The boy with the bicycle came closer 
Madame Harry peered steadfastly into their faces 
Her lips were drawn into a grim line The young man 
who was throwing the ball threw it by mistake in their 
direction, and, scrambling to retneve it, discovered a 
sudden interest in the scene, and stayed to watch 
Suddenly Madame Harry made a grab for Stephanie’s 
left hand, examined it, gave a savage growl of tnumph, 
and held it up for all the world to see 

exclaimed Madame Harry with bitter 
scorn ''Ou est Vanneau alors ^ Augh ^ II n'y-a-pus 
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d'anneau f Je sms trh hen que vous n'est pas marnis 
du tout de tout f Blagueurs f Toujours la mendace, 
eh ^ Oh, ho, ho ' Allez Allez-vous-en ^ Oh, ho, ho f'' 
And much more in the same strain Her fingers flew 
Her eyes flashed contempt Her deep bass voice 
brayed over the Promenade des Anglais 
The lady and the gentleman m correct black came 
dancing over the pebbles with their bare feet A 
porter from one of the hotels came running, hurrying 
into his coat 

‘'Now listen, sister * Will you let me get one 
word ill 

Madame Harry was prepared to allow nothing of 
the sort 

A touring car, with a party of fishermen holding long 
rods, drew gently to a stop 
*'Qu'est-ce-qu*il amve Id 

''Ne sont pas marnis On demande une cahne 
double 

“Oh, ho, hot“ 

The word went round 

' 'Pas marnes Ils demandent une cahne double '' 

A black-clad priest paused in his devotions to look over 
his book A long crocodile of small boys m berets, Eton 
collars and socks, paused, in charge of a nun The 
determined girl stopped her bicycling and wobbled 
over, looking hot and flushed 

“I tell you,'" Gary kept saying, “we are married ^ 
Say, Stephanie, yoii tell her * I can't make the old 
dame understand Stop bawling me out, will you ^ 
And listen to me Can't you understand, woman ^ 
We were married this morning ^ Say, don't we look 
like elderly married guys ^ Now come clean, will you, 
before this starts a not 

Two Englishmen stopped and removed their pipes 
“What's up, old boy 
“Damned if I know, old boy " 

''CdJiyou see anything 
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'"Not a thing '' 

‘'Seems to be some kind of an argument '' 

A bi-lmgual gentleman with the Legion of Honour 
explained the situation ‘They are not married 
They wish — vish — ^to share a cabme '' 

‘T say ^ Not really 

‘ T say, old boy, did you hear what he said ' 

‘Tsay 

''Non non non non non f'' said the voice of Madame 
Harry 

‘T tell you,"' Gary shouted back, “I'm one of these 
knightly guys ^ I tell you we aye married ? ' ' 

"Non!'' said Madame Harry 

“Listen^" said Gary "Je — demande — oon — caUne 
— famihale 

Madame Harry did not answer Instead she slammed 
the wicket gate, locked it with a tremendous and 
triumphant gesture of finality, gave a last nod of 
insulting dismissal, and, with arms akimbo, marched 
firmly down the beach 

Gary sat down suddenly on an upturned barrel 

“WelL” he demanded of the universe “WTiat do 
you know 


THE END 
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G r I Fictio 

' i i THIS N TTL , DANGER 

Author of Great Argument"* (40M thous)^ ** Blood Relations" (j^tk thous)^ 
^Cities of Refuge’* (54^/1 ihous ), etc 

pHII IP GIBBS’S new novel is not only a remarkably interesting story 
but also a brilliant and amazing picture of the events from the Abdication 
of King Edward VIII to the last day of the Crisis Philip Gibbs has at 
once performed the function of the historian and fulfilled the obligations 
of the novelist This story is undoubtedly the most important contnbution 
to the fact and the fiction of our times 8s 6d 

wi t THE TWO WIVES 

Author of ""The Harvest Comedy** t ""The Georgian House** (62nd thous ) 
pHE scene of Mr Swinnerton’s new novel is laid chiefly in London 
The book is a dramatic story m which, as the title indicates, the characters 
of two women are powerfully contrasted, and in which the strengths and 
weaknesses of a man of exceptional cahbre are incisively presented 
Those many readers who enjoyed Harvest Comedy will find in The Two 
Wives similar plot and sympathy , but whereas Harvest Comedy ’was a 
chronicle ranging over fifty years of time, the visible action of The Two 
Wives belongs, like that of The Georgian House, to the present day 

About Bs 6d 

L TH INJURED LOV R 

Author of " Motive*’, ""Letty Lynion”, etc 

pHIS IS a tense study of jealousy, which in the case of the principal 
character, a young married woman, leads on her part to the murder 
of a rival Though the story is full of suspense, it is not in any sense a 
thnller It is a brilliant and cleverly written study of sex and of jealousy 

js 6d 

. . r f NELL’S FOLLY 

Author of ""The Faithful Lovers**, *"Cleo**, etc 

T D BERESFORD S new novel provides a bnlliant study of a very 
able man of between forty and fifty, who has made an immense fortune 
as a financier The truth is that he is horribly bored with it all With- 
out allowing his name to have appeared or his connection to be known 
he has built a poor man’s home on the Harrow Road, and in a simple 
but effective disguise he comes there and mixes as an equal with the down- 
and-outs 7 ^ ^ 

ff Y A NEW NOVEL 

Author of ""Sweet Pepper** {ii6th thous ), ""I Face the Stars” {gth thous }, etc 
W7E are glad to be able to announce a new novel by this popular author 
’ It IS some time since I Face the Stars was hailed by Press and public 
as a surpassingly brilliant and readable addition to modern fiction 
certain that this new novel will at least be equally successful fs m 

All prices in this catalogue are provisional and subject to alteration 
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G^ er I Fiction 


K dy TO-MORROW COM 

Author of Fo&V\ ** Community House*\ ''Earthenware” ^ " Yesterday* s 

Roses”, etc 

]y[ANY problems come to mothers Many decisions they must take, but 
what caa any woman do if to her comes the staggenng discovery that 
her dearly loved son of a respectable amage has fallen m love with her 
own daughter — child of those early days of the Great War, when emotion 
swept aside convention ? This is the amazing problem of Joan Kennedy’s 
new novel and around it is told an absorbing tale, vivid and full of dramatic 
human interest 7s 6d 

. r Y SON OF TH DARK 

Author of "Storm Before Sunrise**, "The Unfinished Symphony** , "Stray 
Cat ** 

pOR the settmg of her fourth novel. Miss Young returns to the Afnca 
which she knows well and described with such a sure and bnlhant 
touch m The Unfinished Symphony 

The story is of Edouard Falione, who went through life with a strange and 
beautiful gift inhented from a wild, half-pagan character whom he never 
knew — his father, a musician of genius 

This poignant, passionate story r ds like a haunting melody of the 
ooniit mountain nights and sun-filled days of ’Hh© fairest Cape m the 
world” 7$ 6d 

C t cy WRITING MAN 

Author of " Sweethnar Lane**, "Keep Cheery**, etc 

N OVEL a bout a novelist by an experienced novelist ust be interestmg 
because of its first-hand background 
Here is a story that is as convincing as it is poignant 7s 6d 

ich di LOVE, HONOUR AND O EY 

Author of "The World Strides On**, etc 

JT IS an achievement of some merit to write a study of mamage that is 
also a fascinatmg, moving, and intensely absorbing stor3r As such. 
Love, Honour and Obey is a book that Imows no national boundaries in its 
appeal to any reader’s understanding Motivated throughout it all 
by an intense love, Antonia is a character not easily forgotten Her life 
and problems are sincerely portrayed with a wealth of shrewd comment, 
able description, and bnlliant character delineation 8s 6d 

i d W t y DANGEROUS SECRET 

Author of "All I Ash**, "Mulberry Green**, 'What Shall We Do With A me 
pHIS IS the story of the events following the death of a Scots lord who 
had left Lady Maureen, his only child, penniless With her only friend, 
and one-time governess, she faces the world and finds it bleak The story 
of her mamage, how she fell m love and how she was later suspected of 
murder is fascmatmg and exciting 75 6d 
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General Futton 
I port nt An 0 nee e t 

t h N W NOV L 

Author of ”AU That Matters’* 

QN the night of Easter Sunday, 1938, the inhabitants of a small Czecho^ 
Slovak town on the Danube near the Hunganan frontier discovered 
a party of Jews, expelled from Austna, who were huddled together on 
the breakwater After receiving food and shelter the party was moved 
across to the Hunganan border, but they were turned back by frontier 
guards Eventually they were rescued by a French tug-boat after further 
misadventures This incident, recently reported in the Press, forms the 
theme of Mr Mendelssohn's new novel It is a powerful novel of fifty-one 
unhappy souls robbed of their Fatherland , behmd them nses the spectre 
of tens of thousands of their comrades in the Central Europe of today with 
whom they share their desperate fate Bs 6d 

i i FLUT AND DRUMS 

gANDEA, a child of Europe, as she is called, wanders through Italy 
from North to South during the summer preceding the Ethiopian War, 
and the adventures that befall her between spring and autumn are the 
the e of this brilhantly poetic and musical narrative Yet the true 
herome of this novel is Italy herself, the image of the country and the 
face and soul of her people As we wander -with Sandra from Venice to 
Naples we meet them all, soldiers and peasants, artists, scholars, beggars, 
mnkeepers, of&cers, and tramps and behind them rises the timeless beauty 
of their cities and villages, their mountains and meadows, while the 
threat of the coming war runs through the whole narrati\ e with increasing 
mtensity Miss Spiel (in private life the wife of Peter Mendelssohn), a 
new Austrian author, wrrites with a vivid and skilled pen 7s 6d 

t r i ANGL S 

Author of ’’ Siewardy Mem”, ** Sally Strange”, etc 

^NGLES — ^not geometrical, and not life firom a new angle , but merely 
'^the story of an apparently happily married couple, newly resident in a 
country village, held up in the mirror of public opinion As the story 
develops we e bit by bit how their neighbours and how their servants 
view them, and in the end the mirror is removed and w e have an astounding 
story of the truth We predict a great success for this book because it 
presents portraits of vivid human beings 7-s 

L. ib THE A UNDANC OF THINGS 

Author of Saunders” , ”The Strange Story m the Falconer Papers”, etc 
TN a way there are two stones one, the abrupt ending of Diana's married 
■^■life, the other, the bitter experiences which force Julian from his 
fo er way of life The stones run parallel for a time, and eventually 
converge with the meeting of Diana and Juhan The scene of this unusually 
compelling book is London and the suburbs, and the Sufiolk Coast 
country 7^ ^ 
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General Fution 


. . tt YOU CANT HAV IT ACK 

Author of **The Spanish FaYm*\ *'Early Mormng*\ '"Time to he Gomg*\ 
"There Was a Jolly Miller” 

T OCELYN RIDFAST is one of those who won’t give up He is engaged, 
^it IS true, in an occupation in which there is no strict retiring age Yet 
he IS conscious enough that he has had his chance He does not complain, 
for he has been sufficiently successful to have avoided poverty and dis- 
appointment Perhaps for this very reason he feels that he should have a 
prolonged innings, or even a new one And just at this point he falls in 
love with a young girl half his age, or less The feelings that awake in him 
rejuvenate him lie begins to live more vigorously This enthralling 
novel shows that no one can start afresh, they can only start again or 
continue ys 6d 

C i INDIAN VILLAG 

Author of "King Cobra”, "The Poisoned Mountain” , etc 

'pHE well-known author of books so widely different as King Cobra and 
Indian Mosaic, depicts the intimate drama of a small Indian viUage near 
the Himalayas and the sacred Himavati waterfall 

An age-old devotion to the goddess of the fail rouses pnmitive jealousies 
and a ruthless intrigue — forces which are heroically combated by a fine old 
Mussulman soldier, Farid Khan, and his wife Their son, on his return from 
a British university, becomes the victim of a vindictive persecution because 
of his alleged seduction of a Hindu girl whose father and Farid Khan are 
old friends The drama is intensified by a drought and the spectre of 
famine, and its tenseness increased by Kand Khan’s opposition to the 
supposed wishes of the goddess ys 6d 

V C TH CONSTANT H ART 

Author of "The Girl who wasn't Claudia”, "No Ordinary Virgin”, "Better 
to Marry”, "It ts easier for a Camel” 

J^ISS CHAUCER’S readers already know her smooth, swiftly moving 
romantic books Now she is giving us a longer, more psychological 
story of a family and the people who weave themselves into the lives 
of its members In real life romance and tragedy visit every home and 
Major Rendeller’s children are no exception to the rule ys 6d 

it t EAUTY UNLIMIT D 

Author of "Coffee at Eleven”, "Consulting Room” , etc 
1 'pHE story of life as it is viewed behmd the scenes and screens of a beauty 
salon , the girls who work there, the clients who visit its sacred pre- 
cincts eternally seeking to improve on nature and, too often, to abuse 
those gifts with which it has already endowed them Here is endless 
scope for the clever portrayal of character with which Marjorie Stewart 
IS associated and a wide stage upon which the drama of their lives may 
be enacted ys bi 

AU prices m this talogue are provisionaf and subject to alteration 
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Ge eral Fictto 


I THIS PORC LAIN CLAY 

Author of* Straws %n Anther”, **Roofs”, ** Props”, Barren Metal”, etc 

'J'HIS IS the arresting story of Louis Silver, who, grandson of a Liverpool 
dock labourer, rose to success and prosperity and came to be dis- 
illusioned by the woman he married The story of how illness overtook 
him, a second woman entered his life and how he emerged from the depths 
of disappointment is told in Naomi Jacob’s own way, with a wealth of 
characterisation and careful detail 85 6d 


tt k tt LUE HAZ 

Author of * Happy To-morrow” ,** Alley-Cat” , “Patnted Heaven”, ^Tamarisk” 

'J'HIS IS the story of a man who was tricked into an unsympathetic marriage 
by a girl whose only gods are her house and conventional respectability 
It tells how, after years of marriage with his business prospering, he met a 
beautiful singer and fell in love with her The story of how this meeting 
brought him happiness — and trouble — is told with ail the skill and charm 
which is expected from this popular author 7s hd 


i 5 THE NIGHT IS LIND 

Author of **We Things Called Women” 

J^ISS DULCIE SANCIER’S first novel. We Things Called Women, 
achieved a striking success It was hailed by Press and pubhc as an 
unusual, bnlliant, and most readable story Praised by such discriminating 
critics as Howard Spring, Ralph Straus, and Frank Swmnerton, it pro- 
claimed the rise of a new and important personality m the literary world 
Miss Sancier has written a new novel on the theme of a marriage that was 
doomed to failure Once again her sparkhng wit, shrewd knowledge of 
the hearts of men and women, and a group of intriguing characters combine 
to make another engagmg and provocative novel 8s 6d 


y Vi t ORN OF WOHAN 

T? AYMONDE VINCENT herself comes from a peasant family and from 
her knowledge of the land has written the life of a peasant family 
Apart from its relation of pastoral ceremonies amid the inevitable passing 
of the seasons and the far-ofi rumble of war this novel has a deeper 
sigmficance in its expression of faith 

Raymonde Vincent possesses a true love of the ]oys and pursuits of the 
countryside and in writing of them her narration is untmged by education 
and sophistication 

Born of Woman is the novel which won the Pnx Femtna vie Heureuse 
under the title, Campagne It is a story magnificent in its dignity and 
unforgettable in its rural descriptions Probably 8s 6d 

Ail pn $ in thi« cataio«ue are provisional and sub|ec« to alteration 
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General FtcUon 


C t TH GODS FORG T 

Author of But Never Free**, **Just Ojf Ptccad%lly*\ ''Desperate Defia e*\ etc 

J^IT CROMBE lived with her father at the Dower House to Crombe 
C tie There had been Crombes at the Castle since the Norman 
Conquest until bankruptcy forced them to sell it to Morgan Wnght, 
owner of Wrights World-Wide Cheap Tailors The new owner, in spite 
of his progressive ideas for his tenants, is ignored by the County and 
despised by the Crombes 

The story of the ups and downs m the lives of Kit and Morgan is told in a 
dramatic and emotional novel 7^ 64 


L i C LOV LY WOMAN 

Author of "Pick o* the Bunch*\ "Angel Bread", "King's Yellow”, etc 

'J'HIS IS the intnguing story of four lovely shop girls in search of a good 
time — glamour girls in a beauty parlour The quartette are spotted by 
a theatriSd producer, and in a new world of adventure and heartbreak an 
tensely human dra a is unfolded 7s 64 


Art . RACING RAMP 

Author of "Horses, Jockeys and Crooks”, "Ga hlers of the Turf” 

pEW people are better acquainted with the horses and personalities of 
^ the race-course than Arthur J Sari He has written an excitmg, 
romantic and fast-moving story with vividly portrayed racing scenes 7s 64 


"Fir t Nv r Libr ry 

No 78 

i TH HOUS OF QUl T P OPL 

With a Foreword by AO I JACO 

pHIS IS the story of a young man's fight against tuberculosis, of his life 
the sanatorium and his indomitable courage and will to live Of it, 
Naonu Jacob writes in a Foreword, 'Tt’s true, it's real and it ends with 
that great shout of hope that is just wonderful" It is not a book for 
the squeamish, but for those who can appreciate fine, sincere writing, with 
glimpses of beauty and tenderness seen through the eyes of a young man 
stricken by the disease Yet, throughout rings this note of courage and 
hope and an msight into human nature remarkable for one so young 

75 64 
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‘’''First Novel” Library 

No 79 

Ad id . by TH PINDARS 

gEGINNING at the end of the last century, this story tells of a family 
farmers, one of the sons of which went to town and created a great 
business 

A whole colourful panorama of a faraily*s life over four generations is 
depicted in e y, flowing style, prolific m mcident, vmd in characteriza- 
tion, in this new novel which shows remarkable promise ys 

No 8o 

t y MARRIAG MADE ON EARTH 

TT was not until the stem parental displeasure that followed her cret 
amage had descended upon her that Beverley Firth was able to see 
her husband. Tod, for the selfish young weakling that he was 
er love for him now d d, she left him After a tune, however, as to 
save her husband fro penury, she rejoined hi d they led a 
detached life mas all, ch p fiat, still hating each other 
By degrees Tod beca e less spoilt , he learned to se hfe difierently , he 
even began to work hard at a 30b he hated 

In spite of past disillusion ts, Beverley found her old love tu g, 
d finally they started amed life again on a happier basis 7s 6d 

o 81 

ki 

D ATH W ARS A WHIT CARD NIA 

'T'HE strained atmosphere of a great New York department store is the 
‘^‘settmg for this ingenious mystery Early one morning Andrew McA»d w. 
credit ager of the store, is found dead — murdered — in an alcove lust 
o the silk underwear department A big an, McAndrew had been 
choked to death the evening before Chns Whitaker, store det tave, 
and pretty Mary Gamer, one of his assistants, are the chief mvestigato 
Even though the solution of the murder will come to the reader as a gr t 
surpnse, there are clues leading to him, or her, fairly planted throughout 
the book It is a b k to satisfy the most eicacting ystery adept 7s 


o 82 

I ON ORDINARY FE T 

this is the delightful story of Deb G ha , a village girl -who g to 
London She is a very fe nine creature, vulnerable, generous a 
devastatmgly hu ble, d the story of her afiairs makes fasemat^ 
reading 

° ri t LIF GINS FOR FATHER 

THOMAS CARSTAIRS is sixty when his wife ^es d he retims from 
■^business He suddenly decides to spend a holiday mth his 

favourite daughter, and goes to Chelsea, where ^*hfe begins for him His 
Idventares among the slhemians and lov^ whom he are ddiaonsly 
told ‘^Father'* is a man you will not be sorry to meet 7 « 
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DU AST OF FRIDAY 
A A stralian Ro c 

Author of**The Bl Lagoon** {over 1,000,000 copies sold), *'Gtngef Adams*** 
^^Htgh'-Yatter**, etc 

J)UE EAST OF FRIDAY is one of tlie most remarkable novels ever 
wntten about Australia, bolding, as it does, a vivid description of Sydney, 
tbe Barrier Reef, the Queensland Coast and the vast gulf of Carpentaria, 
and also a story vivid and to do with hidden gold in a new form 

75 6d 

i QUARRY 

Author of **There Walk My Dreams**, **A Beggar-Man Came**, **Mask 
Concealing** , etc 

CTEPHANIE, whose aunt has just died and left her alone in the world, 
'^with her fnend Thelma, a black-and-white artist, desert modern Chelsea 
and its artificialities, to disappear, as it were, without informing their 
friends of their destmation 

How the experiment works out forms the conclusion of this mtngu g story, 
proving that no one can escape from life itself, just as the Quarry cannot 
for ever elude the Lean Hounds that follow 7 s 6d 

t Y h AHARA NOCTURN 

Author of**The Will of Allah**, **The Golden Apple**, ** Silver Morning**, etc 
QLIVE CONWAY meets Carol Leslie in mysterious circumstances in the 
'^Sahara She is nding alone m the night, to Biskra, and he helps her on 
her way, later becoming accidentally involved in the death of her brother 
Kathlyn Rhodes, world-famous for her glamorous romances of the East, 
has once again written an excit g and intnguing love-story ys 6d 

A t ALOME HAD A SI T R 

Author of **Rohert Harlow*s Wife**, **The Perverted Village** 

JJERE IS that ' ‘different” story for which you have been waiting 
“Salome”, fa ous throughout the world as a dancer, was ten years 
older than The Boy For what could she hope ^ Her childhood had been 
passed amid the horrors of those early days in Russia immediately following 
the revolution The spirit of Romance had been crushed out of her before 
she found sanctuary in the West Here, in England, she w drawn mto 
the ete al conflict between av ice d ideals 7 s 

thy LOVERS 

Author of**Odd Job Man**, **Life*s Little Day**, ** Someday 1*11 Fmdyou**, etc 
JTERE IS another enthralling romance from Miss Black's versatile pen 
xhis popular author can always be depended upon for a fascmatmg 
and trigumg tale with characters and scene cleverly depicted 

First time published $s 
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Hi t ric I 

f ti i TH SWORD OF ISLAM 

BRILLIANT new novel by the author of Captam Blood (nearly 
200,000 copies sold), Scaramouche (207th thons ), ThB Sea Hawk {xgznd 
thous ), The Tmmphng of the Ltlies (295th thous ) 8s 6d 

In The Sword of Islam Rafael Sabatmi returns to the scenes in which his 
famous The Sea Hawk was laid — the Mediterranean in the days of the 
Barbary Corsairs, Kheyr-ed-Din Barbarossa and Dragut-Reis, that vahant 
rover who was known to Moslems as The Drawn Sword of Islam 
The story follows the fortunes of the Genoese patrician, Prospero Adorno, 
regarded by soldiers as a great poet and by poets as a great soldier, and tells 
of his long and bitter feud with the great house of Dona, complicated by his 
betrothal to Andrea Dona*s adopted niece In the course of this brdliant 
narrative we are shown Genoa the Superb m triumph and m calamity, now 
yielding to the wooing of an Emperor, now wnthing in the grip of a plague 
But the highlights of this grand story are supplied by the sea-fights between 
the slave-rowed galleys that composed the Mediterranean navies of 
Chnstiamty and Islam, and there is no one more capable than Mr Sabatmi 
of describing these thrilling and colourful dramas in their true colours 
The Sword of Islam c not fail to please the thousands of readers who 
found in The Sea Hawk the thrills and glory of history recaptured by a 
odem author 85 Sd 


blip LI d y TH NUT ROWN MAID 

Author of '*Bnde for a Buccaneer* \ ** London Bridge %s F ailing* \ etc 

gASED on the famous medieval ballade, “The Nut Brown Maid“, this 
■^novel tells of the young Lord, who, to test the love of a girl, pretends to 
be a fugitive, an outlaw until he finds himself m the gnp of genuine out- 
laws, of Rohm Hood and his crew The Robin Hood we meet m these 
pages IS by no means the philanthropic hero of popular fancy, but is shown 
as the true outlaw of the Middle Ages, a brave, cruel outcast, simple yet 
cunnmg, urged on always by a violent hatred of society, contemptuously 
viewing the world through the dimmishing glass of his own colossal vamty 
Mr Lmdsay's background is the authentic world of fifteenth-century 
England 7 « ^ 

. . r i R VOLT IN THE PALAC 

Author of '*The Pirate* s Pack**, ** Across the Border**, etc 
TN this tale of a young physician appointed to the Imperial Russian Court, 
■^the progress of a revolution is glimpsed from the beginning, for his fragile 
Prmcess, wedded against her will to the Grand Duke Peter, is fated to 
become the amazing Catherine the Second 

Undoubtedly this is one of the most ambitious and the most successful of 
this popular author's histoncal romances Characters from the past live 
again m its stirrmg pages 7 ^ ^ 
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ThriR d My tery 

T t y OLD UGLY FAC 

Author of *'Theye Was a Door**, **The Seventeen Thteves of El KaUV\ etc 

'J'ALBOT MUNDY can always be depended upon for a thrilling and 
romantic story This new novel is likely to be m great demand 

7s 

t r HIGH S AS MURDER 

Author of **Time to a Corpse'*, **Be Shot to Kill'*, Murder by Proxy", 
Murder by Chance", etc 

pETEK DKAX has given us another enthralling story of crime and intrigue, 
with the sea for his background, and the deep-sea fisher folk for hxs 
characters— -an atmosphere in which he is at his best 75 6d 

T Cr i PLAGU OV R LONDON 

Author of "Love Under Smoke**, "White Girls Eastward** 

JN this amazing and enthralhng book we meet again Serge Nakhitchov* 
cret emissary of a Power hostile to Britain, attempting now to destroy 
England by invisible bombardment of deadly bacilli We see a panic- 
stricken London, a city of deserted streets, broken-down orgamsation, 
unchecked fires, gas masks and the terrible cry of medieval plagues — 
*‘Bnng out your dead V* Throughout the horror there runs a thrilling 
story of mingled viUainy and heroism 7s 6d 

A. C w y NIN GR N OTTL 

Author of "Death Has No Tongue**, "Watch Mr Moh", etc 
pHIS story has for its initial idea a fortune left in the form of a Tontine 
'^’by which the surviving three persons m a membership of ten may 
alone benefit After three members are eliminated it becomes a problem 
of discovering which of the remaining seven is a concealed murderer The 
story reaches a climax of horror before the mystery is solved j$ 6d 

Capt 1 A. O. P rd THE SECR T FORMULA 

Author of "Air Reprisal**, "Black Out**, etc 

pmS IS the thrilimg story of a British Secret Service Agent who is sent 
io Austria on a very important mission His adventures m love and in 
the are related with ah this popular author’s gusto 7s 

iv L thbrid THE BLACK PARROT 

J)EATH follows the shooting of a sacred bird on a remote tropical island 
under British rule — death for the husband of tbe lovely Lois Quenton 
Basil Wolde, madly in love with her, is the first to fall under suspicion, but 
Lois herself also has the finger of scandal pointed at her In this exciting 
story a succession of surprises awaits the reader, and the chmax is as 
dra atic it is unexpected 7s 6d 

II as in this loj^ue a provisional d subloct to al ration 
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Thrills Mystery 

i W t y TH QUEST OF JULIAN DAY 

Author of '*The Golden Spamard” (iith tmp), *^They Found Ailantts'* 

{lyth tmp ), ** Murder Off Mtamt'* (Both thou ^ ), etc 

‘‘Public Thriller~Wnter No i** — (Torquemada in the Observer ) 

“The most successful adventure-mxter of our ti e’* — (Fiction Editor of 
the Daily Mad) 

^LWAYS thnlling, always versatile, Dennis "Wheatley takes ns m his 
new adventure story to modem Egypt with a background of ancient 
tempi , night life m Cairo and long, sunny days on the Nile Here also is 
a new and attractive character — ^young Julian Day — ^who finds himself up 
against an international orgamzation for dope-smuggling, white-slave 
trafficking and murder 

Exciting scenes follow each other in swift succession, and a dramatic ch 
IS played out in the Libyan Desert where rival parties are seeking perhaps 
the greatest buried treasure the world has ever known which, m actual 
fact, still lies there and has yet to be recovered Ss 6d 

r ODY UNKNOWN 

Author of the ** Blackshirt’* novels (over 500,000 copies sold), **The Man 
from Michigan** , ** Satan’s Mistress”, etc 

■y^^EN the body of a naked woman was found buned m a deserted spot 
m a Buckinghamshire village, the local police applied to Scotland Yard 
Thus Bill Stevens of the C I D , later jomed by By Heck, the impulsive 
Pinkerton operative set out to solve this absorbing mystery By an unusual 
method of handling the plot, Bruce Graeme has made it possible for his 
readers to enjoy the excitement of chasing with the hare and hunting with 
the hounds To say more would be to spoil an original and hvely story 

7s 

At y Wy DOOR NAILS NEV R DI 

Author of ” Murder in Thin Air (^th thous ), **The Toll House Murder” 
A MOMENT after he had opened a field-gate to allow two nders to pass 
through. Jack Stown was found by his cousm Patrick stabbed through 
the heart Patrick was Jack’s heir and Patrick was in grave financial 
difficulties Moreover, there was a woman in the case 
Scotland Yard's mind was soon made up and a warrant for Patrick’s 
arrest issued But Dr Eustace Hailey, that urbane m\ estigator of many 
popular mysteries, remained unconvinced and set to work to find what 
the pohee called sarcastically “The murderer without a body” 

The story is full of action, of observation, and of deduction od 

L TH CARLENT MANOR GRIM 

Author of ’’Transatlantic Trouble”, ’’Crooner’s Swan Song”, etc 
TJERE again is Leo Grex with a story that will please every reader of dis- 
criminating mystery fiction A good plot, with sound character drawing, 
and a solution that will surprise the most inveterate reader 

fs 6d. 

II prl In l» lof an am pmviainnal d tab|«ct a 
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Bi gr phy & M. r 
C t H y TRAGEDY OF ERRORS 

JN tiaese entertaining reminiscences of an Austrian diplomat a vivid 
picture IS presented of the country from the downfall of Imperial Austna 
to its disappearance Demy Zvo Illustrated los 6 d 

r i k IN THE CHAIR 

Author of **My Melodious Memories’* 

^HE Daily Telegraph said of My Melodious Memories “There are 296 
pages in this book At a conservative estimate one would say there 
were 300 good stones, not to mention the mots in which Mr Herman Finck, 
that irrepressible punster, indulges himself at all times and in all places " 
The “irrepressible punster*’ has written another volume of attractive and 
entertaining reminiscences which will undoubtedly please all those readers 
of My Melodious Memories and gam the author many new admirers 

Large Demy Illustrated iSs 

Arc i d REMINISCENCES 

^RCHIE DE BEAR has many amusing stones to tell of his ups and 
downs in the Variety show world of which he naturally has a very wide 
experience Associated with such well-known productions as The Co-ops, 
R S V P , and The Punch Bowl, he has given the most intriguing pen-pictures 
of the men and women connected with his productions 

Demy Illustrated 15s 

A t LOYAL NEMY 

Author of Wynne Dianes”, ” George Eliot” 

JJOYAL ENEMY is the life of Marmaduke Pickthall (1875-1936), a 
picaresque Paladin who lived and travelled in Turkey, Syria, Egypt, 
and India, a hero and saint of Islam 

The hero of this stirring hfe-story was a great personal friend of the 
author’s^ and she was requested to write this hook by his widow 

Demy Svo Frontispiece 105 6 d 

. . y k tt A MAGISTRATE’S MEMORIES 

author of this intensely human and fascinating book, whose death 
occurred recently, was famous as a magistrate of the widest and most 
varied experience 

His book IS full of stones, grave and gay, of the hundreds of cases with 
which he has had to deal Demy About los 6 d 

. . T y A PIONEER LOOKS ACK 

MR TAYLOR’S interesting reminiscences reflect a fine and engaging 
personality Blessed with a great capacity for enjoyment, he was one 
of the few to be able to cast the lure of money-making behind him His 
book IS liberally sprinkled with anecdotes and experiences of pioneer days 
m. South Africa and sporting days in England 

Large demy 26 Illustrations xBs* 

II pri 9 m IS logutt ar« provisiona.1 and subject al ration 
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Tr V I d Adv t r 

V. C. k y HAPPY COUNTRI S 

Author of Stop and Go*\ **W%ih a Passport and Two Eyes** 

M? BUCKLEY claims, among his vanons accomplishments, to have 
been round the world five times, visiting practically every country, 
and to have written three widely read travel books 
In these new travel experiences of Denmark, Sweden, Finland, and 
Norway, Mr Buckley does not aspire to cover ail aspects of these countnes 
His book is simply a fascinating and racily written record of a 5,000-mile 
otor tour through Scandinavia 

Beautifully lUustraied Demy Svo izs 6d 

Wi I yC 

RASS HATS AND ELL- OTTOMED TROUSERS 

Author of **By Guess and By God** {55th thous ), **H%gh and Dry** 

'J'HIS IS an exciting painstaking account of the dangerous work done by 
the Harwich Patrol during the war From official despatches and stones 
from the men concerned the author h built up an important and thnllmg 
document Demy Bvo Illustrated los 6d 

\ SHADOWS ON TH ALTIC 

Author of ** Three Rounds Rapid**, etc 

LITHUANIA, Latvia, and Estonia, tiny agricultural republics of little 
economic importance, are nevertheless the new powder-kegs of Europe 
It IS more than likely that these countnes will shortly be in the news and 
in this story of a journey it is possible to get a very clear picture of the 
Baltic countries and their people and customs 

Demy Svo Illustrated 12s 6d 

W. C. PAHANG 

The Saga of Rubber Pla t r i th Malay Jun le 

'*MAD YANK" is what the Englishmen m Singapore called the young 
*^Amencan who landed there in search of adventure with $i 40 in his 

E ockets, and, thanks to his good marksmanship and some expenence in 
andlmg men, within a week found a job manager of a rubber plan- 
tation in Pahang, on the Malay Peninsffia 

His experiences on this plantation and, later, as manager of two others in 
northern Jahore and on the Straits of Sumatra, make a powerful and 
exciting story He makes one feel the zest, the thnil — often the shiver — 
of his hairbreadth escapes from tigers, elephants, pythons, cobras, and 
other denizens of the jungle Demy Svo lo-s 

C i t id i k GERMANY INVITES 

Author of ''German Jouiney’*, "Whirlpools on the Danube** 
THRISTOPHER SIDGWICK has been widely praised for his two excel- 
lent books on European travel He h an eye for the picturesque and 
the unusual, and it is this quality which will raise this book far above the 
common order of guide books It will be a source of delight and irtvaluable 
help to the discemmg traveller 63 Illustrations 55. 

II pri In It taiogue am provltlonal tubi to al ration 
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TH RUSSIAN TRIALS 


m: 

W t ty 

Author of**I Write as I Please** 

WALTER DURANTY, famous correspondent of The New York T% 5 
^ and the most experienced of all Moscow correspondents, is writing a 
vivid, colourful, and personal account of the Moscow Trials from 1921 to 
1938 It would be impossible for the author of that entrancing and 
widely read book, I Write as 1 Please, to write a dull line, and m this 
important book past dramas of Soviet law live again 

Demy Zvo xos 

y i TH THINGS TH Y DIDNT T LL M 

. UUMOROUS collection of subjects which the author suggests were 
omitted from her education Illustrated About 6s 

T V. C. W. t hi 

•(Vi r of St John’s, Waterloo Road) 

SOUTH OF THE WAT R 

^HIS IS one of the ost re arkable books ever written by a parson, and 
will, we think, become a “best-seller" It is the true and frank account 
of the author’s life and work among the poor, not only in the Waterloo 
Road, but at Woolwich There has been no book like it since Hugh 
Redwood’s famous God in the Slu Crown Svo About 6s 


Y Wi i I .A. 

CAN YOU WRIT ’ MAGAZINE STORIES ? 

MR WILLIAMSON is Editor of The Writer and has written many books 
on the art of the short story and the writing of English m general In 
this new volume he deals clearly and succinctly with the question of writing 
magazine stories and the proble of marketing them It is a book invalu- 
able to every aspiring author Crown Svo 4s 6d 

.W. . dw YOUNG ENGLAND 

'J'HIS IS a book about Youth in Politics It has been written by a young 
Tory, who prefers the word Tory to Conservative because it reminds 
hi that Toryism is rebellious as well as tranquil He appeals to young 
people, particularly young Tones, to study the basis of their Toryism, to 
remember that Toryism is not the politics of the status quo, but the restor- 
ation of progress through tradition, which tradition is being destroyed by 
Left educators Demy Svo 8s 6d 

fogue are provisional and s ject to alteration 
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HUTCH O 


UPPL MENTA Y LIST 


B' gr phy <& Mi ir 

In Pr oration 

TH NAUGHTY S YMOURS 
A St dy I folly and caprlc 

Author of ''Turner the Painter*\ "Five Years Dead”, etc 

JN Mr Falk's new book readers who enjoyed Old Q's Daughter will be 
able to follow the equally fantastic adventures in Pans of another branch 
of the same proud and romance-loving family, whose lot in the eighteenth 
and mid-mneteenth centunes was, it will be shown, to add ever more 
challenging chapters to a long and eventful history that began with the 
I/Ord Protector, Jane Seymour's brother 

Large Demy Zvo Frontispiece in colour and 32 pages of 
hlack-and-white illustrations i8s 

A. W. wi TH MAN OF ROOM 40 

Th Lif f Sir Alfr d win in P ac and War 

'J'HIS book not only constitutes an important contnbution to Great 
War history, but also vivid and readable reminiscences by a man who 
has known all the famous men of his day and who is able to provide 
remarkably interesting sidelights on the Naval Intelligence Department 
and its work during the War Demy Svo Illustrated 105 td 

. . JOHANN STRAUSS 

d th Nineteenth Century 

'J'HE first part of this book is devoted to a history of the beginnings and 
development of the waltz which is of course bound up with the work 
of the great composer of the most famous of all waltzes — "The Blue 
Danube" The romantic Vienna of Johann Strauss' day is brilliantly 
recreated with a wealth of intimate detail about the lives of a great family 
of composers Demy ^vo Illustrated 8s 6 d 

W. . . y INSID SOHO 

Author of "Walls Have Mouths” 

JN this book are combined a fascinating subject and an author who 
has attracted widespread attention with his remarkable book of prison 
life — Walls Have Mouths Mr Macartney explams the origin and forma- 
tion of the Soho colony and goes on to describe the manifold cosmopohtan 
communities living there and the circumstances of their existence To- 
gether with its artistic associations and the great men who have lived 
there is a well-nigh incredible account of its underworld and its network 
of criminals engaged in the drug and white slave traffics 

Demy ^vo 12s 6 d 

All prices In this logue are provisional and subiect to alteration 
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Biography Memoirs 

MY LONG LIF 
(A cdot s d Adv t r s) 

Foreword by ir ILI I , . • . 

JN ibis fascinating book Mr Sladen gives familiar gbmpses of famous 
men with whom he has been brought in contact 
Every chapter is a basis for anecdotes mingled with his adventures He 
tells the story of his wandering life in England, Australia, America, and 
Japan, and bow his ambition to become an author has been fulfilled 
He gives the most interesting details of his fifty years* study of the life 
and poems of Adam Lindsay Gordon which led to the principal achieve- 
ment of his own life 

One most important feature deals with his expenences of the brilliant 
gatherings in the Literary Clubs, Societies and Receptions of America 
fifty years ago and how they led to the prominent part which he took in 
founding the Authors* New Vagabonds and After Dinner Clubs in London, 
and in the writing of his sixty books 

Large Demy Svo 28 tllustraUons iSs 


C V YOU’R W LCOM 

Author of**Tnpiyque*\ ^*Gone Abroad**, ** Price of Pleasure**, etc 

'J'HIS is an engaging and witty account of Charles Graves’s first visit to 
the United States In consequence, his impressions are extremely vivid, 
and that they are bang up to the minute is proved by the fact that he 
only arrived in New York on December 23, 1938 This book should do 
much to interpret the average American to us at a oment when his 
knowledge is of paramount importance 

Demy Svo Illustrated ys 6d net 


G r I Flcti 
t i i - 

Author of**The Sign of the Swan**, **Mayoress* Wooing**, etc 

STAIN D GLASS WIVES 

gEFORE it could be saved, that age-old Hampshire shnne, from the 
talons of the jerry-builder, somebody had to be sacrificed, and which 
of them was it to be ? The haunted Dunes Abbey fell into American 
hands by an odd trick of succession, and would have been pulled down 
and sold m sections but for the passionate defence of its girl-organist 
This popular author has provided excitement, romance, and plausible 
characters in this splendid new story 75 6d 

All pric In thlt logue are provisional and subiect to alteration 
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Ge eral Fictio 


TW ALL- TA T OV L 

Li t PARIS GAZ TTE 

Author of **The False Nero*\ **The Jew of Rome’\ '*The Ugly Duchess”, 
**The Oppermanris” , ”Jew SUss”, ^Success”, ” Josephus”, etc 

J^ION FEXJCHTWANGER, acknowledged master of the histoncai 
novel, has now turned his remarkable abihty to the appalling problems 
and disasters of present-day Europe 

This great new novel is an unequivocal expression of Feuchtwanger's new 
faith bom from the disillusion of dispossession and exile Most of the 
characters are those who have not the strength of mind to be bom anew, 
to take their places in the ranks of its active fighters These are Feucht- 
wanger*s favourite characters, the same refined natures, ill-adapted to 
struggle, philosophic idealists and sceptics, mtellectuals swept out of their 
accustomed surroundings by the sudden storm, left to themselves m the 
gloomy, joyless exile, of a strange land 

The lives of these various emigres is bound up with the development of 
their Paris Gazette and their struggle to maintain the newspaper The novel 
IS full of vividly drawn characters with their problems and tragedies boldly 
and brilliantly depicted About Bs 6d 


i SLOGUM HOUS 

Author of ” Old Jules”, which won ike Atlantic Five-thousand Dollar Prize 
and was an ** Evening Standard” Book of the Month 

QLOGUM house, we will say at the outset, is neither a nice nor a 
pleasant novel, and will undoubtedly shock a certam class of reader 
The harsh brutality and inherent lawlessness of its characters are essential 
features of what will certainly be regarded as one of the most powerful and 
impressive novels of 1939 

The story is set in the sandhills and cattle country of Nebraska in the early 
1900’s Slogum House was a tavern for teamsters and a hide-away for 
outlaws It was cursed, feared, and patronized as was no other place m 
the sandhills It was the soul and body of Amencan lawlessness 
The Slogums themselves were a vicious and corruptible clan The two 
older boys were implicated in a dozen local crimes If they went free m 
defiance of the law it was becau of the blandishments of their twin 
sisters, Cellie and Annette, who had their way with the shen and his 
oMcers 

The authenticity, the knowledge of character and of local history that 
made Old Jules an unforgettable literary masterpiece, are cl rly evident 
in this powerful, vital and enthralling story of a remarkable family in 
re arkable country Bs 6d 
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General Fiction 


' ri MR. TYL R’S SAINTS 

Author of '*God and the Wedding Dress”, ^Trumpets at Rome”, ” Giant m 
Chains”, etc 

^HIS IS a novel on the lines of God and the Wedding Dress That is, it is 
■^not an “historical novel" or “romanticized biogiaphy" of the style now 
so popular, but a novel of plot and character in the real sense of the word 
It IS set m the reign of Charles I ys m 

y W b i YOUNG L/ETITIA 

Author of **Opal Screens”, ”Aspidisira*s Career”, etc 

^LL the scenes of this charming and fascinating novel are laid in London 
^The book might be called some records of an English family, the Fleming 
family, although it does not weary the reader with unnecessary details 
of the past It is simply a few years in the lives of three brothers, their 
wives, their nephew — and young Lsetitia ys td 

T. W i t - t f L VIATHAN’S DAY 

Author of**The Prince”, ”Port of Heaven” , etc 

“JN its own way it rivals such no’vels as Northwest Passage or Anthony 
^Adverse,” says an adviser who has read the manuscnpt of this remark- 
able novel We predict a great success for this narrative story of the 
Ellerholm family, of Scarsfield, the rightful heir and Tony Scarsfield, who 
usurped his right It contains bnihant descnptions of The Cnmea War 
days, London racing and gambling circles of the late 'sixties and pioneer 
days in Australia The characters and scenes of this wide canvas are 
intentionally depicted in the grand anner of the Victorian novel 8s 6d 

* I TH Y S OF A FOOL 

Author of ” Marriage for Two” 

ARGOT had lived all her life in CraigeUan, a little Scottish village of 
which her father was the Minister The story of how Sandy Ross fell 
in love with her while scorning her romantic ideas, of how Margot was 
attracted to a philanderer, is told in Miss Hogarth’s charming new romance 

ys 6d 

L i C PRING FIR 

Author of ” Pick o’ the Bunch”, ”New Loves for Old”, etc 

JK this entertaining new novel are all the elements for popular success — 
'“'romance, adventure, an unusual setting and characters that appeal It 
is the story of beautiful Lam Merivale, of how she went to inspect the 
lu ber lands left to her by her father, how she was disappomted in love 
anjd of how she only just escaped from death y^ 6d 

It pri on this tatogue are provisional and sub) tion 
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A V NING AT TH FARM 

Author of ‘*RtdeYS of the Sea*\ ** Susan Takes a HanT\ **Gay Go Up*% etc, 

^HIS IS the story of a half Russian girl who goes to stay with distant 
reiativ at a little, homely Border farm Along with Sentka's ex- 
periences runs the story of Saree, the adopted daughter of the farm 
Tragedy is mixed with fun in this chanmng, light-hearted romance 

75 6 d 


i i AN OP S CR T 

Author of ** Camper downs* \ **In An Ocean City*\ **Galeeia**, **Merrywood**^ 
etc 

A LONG and enthrailmg new novel by a very popular author 

8 s 6d 


i t i WORLD WITHIN TH WALLS 

Author of ** Weave a Circle** , ** Fragile Armour** , **Bird of Bright Plumage*’, 
etc 

J)IANA PATRICK is still faithful to the famihar West Riding scene, but 
she has set her story in the days of the end of the last century and the 
early years of this Her ch ctenzation remains as brilliant as ever and 
this tale of the deep, but over-possessive love of an usually gifted girl for 
her beautiful younger sister gives an authentic and fascinating picture of 
those times 7s 6d 


Ad i NDIX A D ON 

Author of ^'Wanted, a Son**, **Over the Stile**, etc 

JJUNGO BENDIX was the *'Son'' of Bendix and Son, wo n*s clothing 
manufacturers A busmess man by birth, he also had an artistic 
temperament by a throw-back inheritance, and the conflict that resulted 
led Mungo into a lot of trouble The story of his affairs makes fascmatmg 
entertainment 75 6d 


r y COLD PASTORAL 

Author of **Eyes of the Gull** 

'J'HIS strange fantasy of Mary I maculate, bom among the fisherfolk of 
Newfoundland, is a most entrancing story It is romantic and intriguing, 
with a cunous charm of its own 75 6d 

AH pr| In this catalogue are provisional and subject to alteration 
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TH FOR ST OF TERRI L THINGS 

Author of **The Sheth*\ **The Desert Healer”, ”The Shadow of the East”, 
”The Son of the Shetk”, etc 

JTAMOUS for the vivid writing and romantic interest of her desert stones 
'*■ E M Hull here tells the dramatic and enthralling story of Michael, son 
of Lord Merston in name only Branded with illegitimacy, Michael goes 
abroad and leads a dangerous life shooting animals in the jungle 
In spite of his cynical attitude to women he does finally learn to love 
E M Hull's great new novel will have a universal appeal, for it reaches 
a peak of adventure and dramatic romance 75 

TENNIS TAR 

Author of ” April Sky” 

XHIS IS the romantic and delightful story of Jenny Grant, who wanted 
^ to take up tennis when she left school, but was forced to work m a large 
store for her living Tennis Star, with its ro ance and its spirit of sports^ 
manship, wiH make a wide appeal 7s 6d 

t y DANG ROUS WAT R 

Author of ”The Landor Case”, ”The Opperman Case”, etc 
TJONNIE SO AMES, packed off to the Riviera by his millionaire father 
'"to get over a broken chorus girl romance, meets a sympathetic blonde 
in a Casino She tells him how dope makes a man forget chorus girls — 
and so this thrilling story of Mediterranean dope smugglers begins Full 
of dramatic, excitmg incidents John Bentley's new novel never fails to 
thnll 7 ^ 

y i THIS HOUS IS HAUNT D 

Author of ” Sullivan* s Bay**, ”The House of Fendon**, etc 
'T'HE scenes of this eene and unusual story are laid in Melbourne In the 
'forties John Volney, a magistrate, is the means of bnngmg Rode to 
his death Rode's widow comes to Volney with her young son and bnngs 
down a curse upon him The story of how Volney 's house comes to be 
haunted and of how the ghost is finally laid in 1939 after a senes of hair- 
raising happemngs is skilfully and excitingly told 7s 6d 

‘T ‘ ” THE SCARE T 

pROM the word go there are thnlls and fast-moving action in this enthral- 
^ ling story of illicit drug traffics in Singapore A mysterious gang 
leader, a Secret Service man, a Captain of Police and his charming fiancee 
, combine to ake this Malayan drama a really first-class thriller 

First Novel Library No 84 7s 6d 

Alt prices In this logue ere provltlo I subject to elte tion 
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HUTCHINSON'S 
ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY 
of MODERN KNOWLEDGE 

Th e first titles in the only up-to-date 
Knowledge Library 

Each volume, with about 150 illustrations, 
5/- net. Large Demy 8vo. 

In the 

“CONQUEST OF SPACE AND TIME” 

senes, the following four volumes will be published. 

The RAILWAY The fflCHWAY 

The fflGH SEAS The AIR 

by Professor Edgar B. Schieldrop, c.E., b-Sc., 

Britain gave Railways to the world, and placed a 
new force, vast and incalculable, at the service of 
the human race. The story of the coming of the 
Iron Road is here told together with its early 
struggles and steady growth. Though much has 
been written about the Railway, Dr Schieldrop 
has laid us under a particular debt for his fas- 
cinating survey in which he draws his examples 
and illustrations from many lands. 

Dr. Schieldrop is very well equipped for his task 
and his name is known far beyond the bounds of 
his native Norway Still a young man at 47, he 
has already spent twenty years in research, writing 
and teaching With all his learning Dr. Schieldrop 
remains keenly alive to the human side of his 
subject 
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importaiit books from the 
HUTCHINSON utnmn Fst 


TURNER THE PAINTER v A AL 

“The book is very good reading Most of Turner’s artistic contemporaries 
make their appearance often m a new light, and the understanding of Turner 
the man gams a reat deal from the account of his relations with them *’ 

—THE TIMES 

2 full page colour plates and 32 pages illustrations 18s net 

ADVENTURES AMONG IMMORTALS 

tyP CY TO stoldtoLOW LL T O A 

“Packed with revealing and piquant stories, free from either idolatry or 
mahce *^--^DAILY HERALD 
Illustrated, 12s 6d net 

WRITTEN WITH LIPSTICK ty A C 

“Mr Dekobra has an amusing way with people Confidences have been 
poured into his ears, and a great deal of his entertaining book is taken up with 
his worldly-wi philosophizings about life and love He has a personal 
illustration for every precept “ — DAILY TELEGRAPH 
Illustrated 10s 6d net 

FIFTY YEARS A VETERINARY SURGEON 

by CO AY, c . .,F C.V . . 

“It contains many good stones and will appeal to the layman who is Interested 
in animal welfare much as to the author’s own colleagues “ — THE TIMES 
Illustrated 12s 6d net 

MOODS AND EXPRESSIONS Sixty Child Studies 

by TO K LKO L 

“They make a really delightful collection which defies description Most 
mothers and all aunts will love it “ — DAILY TELEGRAPH 
5s net 

CHARACTER FROM THE FACE by AC U Y 

“As Dennis Wheatley, the novelist, who contributes a characteristic preface, 
observes, if you can digest Jacques Penry, you ought to be able to select 
suitable careers for your children, engage staff with unhesitating confidence, 
and know on sight the trusty from the treacherous, and the generous from the 
mean — STAR 
1 39^lustratms 5s net 
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HUTCHINSON’S 

SECOND SUPPLEMENTARY LIST 


G r IB k 

y t I LIK am EyCA 

Author of Ahyss%man Adventure'* 

TN J L%he Amerxcay Geoffrey Harmsworth, whose Abysstman Adventure 
was a best-seller of a year or two ago, tells the story of a remarkable 
six-weeks tour of the United States, covering 10,000 miles, in which he 
interviewed such prominent personalities as Mr John D K.ockefeller, 
Mr W R Hearst, Charlie Chaplin, Walt Disney, Thomas E Dewey and 
any others Special privileges were extended to him to visit the G-men, 
attend the Hines Tnal, visit Alcatraz Prison, and the Mormon Temples of 
Salt Lake City His descriptions of people and places have more than a 
touch of Northcliffe and this book gives 1 ±ie reader a star reporter's insight 
into sides of American life unfamiliar to the English public 

Demy Svo 105 6d 

C I C . t , 

• •O*^ • *9 « « • Co o ore of the rient Line 

FIFTY Y ARS OF OCEAN HAZARD 

Foreword by Sir Alan Anderson, G B E , M P , Chairman of the Orient 
Line 

gIR CHARLES MATHESON started his life at sea in a windjammer m 
i8gi, experiencing all the discipline and hardships of a “hungry ship" 
Thirty-five years ago he joined the Orient Line and has since proved 
himself mastei of the intricate problem of great passenger liners — safer — 
better fed — more comfortable than sail but tempting their Commander 
to say or do not just the right thing at almost every moment of the twenty- 
four hours These enthralling memories of the dangerous, romantic sea- 
life of the past reflect a courageous and impressive personality who, 
whether in peace or war, was always the right man for the tight place 
Demy Svo 20 Illustrations 85 6d 

y TH PRO L M OF PAL STIN 

C, * (Honoris Causa) 

■^E all believe that Palestine is the Holy Land, yet between us we have 
made it most unholy In the future let Palestine be governed by a trust 
whose duty it shall be to keep it holy 

That is the passionate plea that Dr Maude Royden makes in this 
brilliant and human history of Jew and Arab in Palestine Dr Royden 
stands above the fierce battle between Jews and Arabs in the tragically 
divided land Her book is a history not a biased political pamphlet 

A Hutchinson “Pocket" Special 6d 
II pri Ir this loffuo are provisional and subject ml tlon 
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General Books 


! MOR A OUT M 

Author of '*Me Again**, **Straws tn Amber**, '‘Roots’*, “Props**, etc 

JJERE IS another of those delightful volumes of Reminiscences of which 
the pttce de ristsiance in this instance is Naomi Jacob at the Opera 
But there are other fascinating stones too, of the novelist's new home in 
Italy, her animals, her '*King Charles' Heads", stories of old friends and 
new and all flavoured with that piquant intimacy which has always been 
a characteristic of this author 1 here are more tales of the Music Halls, of 
old songs and scenes and stories of the author's work, her amusements and 
her philosophy Here is a volume to be read eagerly by all who enjoy 
a book of memoirs that is "diflerent" 

Demy 8vo i6 Illustrations i8s 


SAMU L P PYS AND TH MINX S 

JN this third volume of the Diary the experiences of "Samuel Pepys 
Listener" and "Samuel Pepys Looks at Life" are brought up to date 
As Its title indicates, Samuel is much involved with the ladies, but he 
chatters and reflects on a multitude of subjects and rarely fails to be 
entertaining on any of them He is a lovable, human character with 
a good many defects and a few virtues, a keen taster of life m all its mam- 
fe&tations and a shrewd observer of human nature , with an eye for a 
silk-stockinged leg and an ear for a good story This Diary is an ideal 
book for a week-end or for a spare quarter of an hour, it can be dipped into 
anywhere with the certainty of finding something to divert one on every 
page Cr 8vo 20 Illustrahons js 6d 


. C. h t 

GERMANY— HAMMER OR ANVIL ? 

Foreword by Colonel The Rt Hon John Gretton, P C , C B E , M P 

[gEGINNING with a brief account of pre-War German policy the author 
shows that at a time when Germany was an "equal" she behaved in the 
same restless, explosive manner A detailed analysis is made of Herr 
Hitler's broken pledges and real aims The conclusion that she is seeking 
not justice, but domination, is reached and the author shows how these 
aims should be combated This sensible and clearly expressed book 
provides a mostmteresting and important addition to the existing literature 
on the question A Hutchinson "Pocket" Special 6d» 

il prices in th|Is logue e provisional end tub} t to alteration 
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General Books 


i 1 * • • C* V , C* 

C • . .O^ ‘‘THIS AIR USINESS^’ 

■RRIGADIER-GENERAL GROVES is a well-known authority on 
■*^air defence During the past seventeen years he has contributed a 
great many articles and letters to the Press on the subject, as well as two 
books. Behind the Smoke Screen and Our Future in the An 

In this new book he traces the development of the present European 
air situation, discusses its significance from every angle and reviews the 
steps which have been taken since the Munich Agreement to make good 
our deficiencies in the three essentials for aerial security Air Force, 
ground defence, and ARP He also throws light on the developments 
which have taken place simultaneously in the air organization^ of Germany, 
France, and Italy This comprehensive survey of an issue which is of 
momentous national interest, by one who writes with the authority 
derived from nearly 25 years of experience and study, is a work which 
closely concerns every member of the community Demy 8vo 89 6d 

t i ... 

LET’S LAUGH ! 

Authors of**How to Live in a Flat'*, **How to Make a Garden Grow" ^ 
JJEATH ROBINSON and K R G Browne are undoubtedly one of 
"^the best combinations for a humorous book and if they are saying 
“let's laugh” you can be quite sure that there will be plenty of laughter 
both in the ingenious drawings and the witty introductory note Here is a 
book that will make you forget these troublous times and laugh long and 
loudly Cr 8vo Nearly 100 Illustrations 5$ 

T t i C r C bi 

GOLF WITHOUT GALL 

gVERY golfer simply must get a copy of this very funny book on the 
game that is not always played without gall Even if you only know 
golf from hearing father's stories you will enjoy the fun and learn something 
of the game from a different angle * 

Crown Bvo Profusely illustrated $9 


C# Wi i 

TH NGLISH TRADITION IN TH WORLD 

^HE early part of this book deals with the growth “m an ordinaiy 
Englishman”, as the author describes himself, of the thoughts and 
feelings and outlook which make the “English Tradition” He goes on to 
criticize the “Leftish Philosophy” which he avers is rampant now, and to 
formulate a political philosophy in which Duty and Patriotism would 
be important and which would have a more healthy outlook 

Demy Bvo los Gd 

II prk«t In thit ea logu« aira provisional and sub|«ct to altaratloti 
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G nr I Ficti 


. W. vi TH HUMAN L MENT 

Author of Mad World'*, **The Insolence of Youth**, **A Question of 

Honour**, etc 

'pHIS IS an unconventional tale of a girl wlio takes her happiness in hex 
own hands, piepared to face the consequences Moral repercussions, 
however, cieate a deadlock and the story describes the human reactions 
to this situation Mrs Savi can always tell a good story with attractive 
and brilliant characterization and this new novel displays her abilities in 
no uncertain way ys td 


L r y NO SECOND ST 

Author of ** Death of a Dog**, **They Wanted Him Dead !** etc 

'J'HIS IS the story of a woman doctor who suifers because her life of 
self-denial is surrendered for a brief time to the man she had always loved 
It tells how she is unable to practise the control she preaches to her slum 
patienta and the dire results following this lapse of control 

Here is a moving story which arouses one's sympathy and undeniably 
holds one’s attention ys 6d 


i TH STOL N HOUR 

Author of ** Hotel Register**, **Dark Lantern**, ** Decree Absolute**, etc 

^HIS is really Venetia's story, and it all started when she went to stay 
with Freda Courtley, her godmother, on the death of her own parents 
Though devoted to Freda, Venetia cannot save herself from falling in love 
with Fieda’s husband What was she to do ? Sacrifice her love for the 
husband or her devotion to the wife ? 

The story of what really happened m this unusual "triangle" story is 
told with that skill and charm that have come to be associated with the 
name of Soma Deane ys 

i i APPROACH TO HAPPIN SS 

Author of **Moral Holiday**, **The Exquisite Lady**, etc 

WEALTHY young man goes bhnd — ^is told by his oculist to give up 
his hectic society life and live quietly He and a devoted old nurse 
decide to travel and it is on their first journey that he hears a girl singing 
very beautifully in a church On an impulse of the moment he goes through 
a marriage ceremony with her and the story tells of the comphcations 
resulting from this rash step 

It IS a most unusual story told with sympathy and charm ys 6d 

II pri In this ts^logue are provisional and iub|ect alte on 
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i L i ANOTHER CYNTHIA 

Author of Concord in Jeopardy* \ **FuU Flaoour** , **Fatr Company** 

J)ORIS LESLIE'S bnlliant new novel concerns the adventures of 
Cynthia Bright — afterwards Lady Ffulkes — ^reconstructed from her 
memoirs (1780“! 820) 

Her nse from obscurity in a tavern to become a toast and beauty of her 
day, IS portrayed against a background of London and Bath m the eigh- 
teenth and early nineteenth centunes Amid a vanety of incident, the 
introduction of famous historical characters lends authenticity to a nar- 
rative that gives vivid and accurate a picture of the period that it is 
difficult to believe the book is fiction 

Through memorable scenes of comedy, drama, and political intrigue, 
we follow the adventurous career of the irresponsible, reckless Cynthia 
nght, who for some years was a shxmng light of the stage and a con- 
te porary of Mrs Jordan 

This IS the most original and fasematmg study of a woman that this 
popular author has yet achieved Probably Zs 6 d 


^ * d HEADS OR TAILS 

Author of Fhe Street of the Ftbhtng Cat** (AH Hations Prize Winning hlovel) 

JOLANDA FOLDES, brilliant Hungarian author of The Street of tin Ftshtn^ 
^ Cat, has chosen Egypt for the setting of this remarkable new no\ el It is 
light in Its surfaces The leader 1$ enteitamed by its quick dialogue, its 
ocla European characters, some exiles, ‘•ome pioneojs, its neh i^nyptian 
atinosphere and its several romances, idyllic or soidid Each character 
IS sharply and carefully made a part of the many-coloured scene Uien 
IS brilliance, wit, colour and romance in this novel which will undoubtedl\ 
achieve the wide popularity of the author’s previous success 75 f)J 


I SHADOW OVER THE PLAINS 

Author of "Quarry", "Mask Conuahng". "A Beggar-Man Came", eic 

JN Simon Dare’s enchanting new novel tliere are two girK one nch 
charming, young and lovely , the other, her secretary, with very little 
either of the world s goods or the world’s good looks Yet Itcstoi , a simple 
thf disturbing “something" w hith silently conveys 

tte fact that there is a real goodness in the woild, and which, in nlfhiimihtv 
and unconsciousness, is inherent in her 'mminiy 

amusing story with an underlying lesson for 
those who have the perception to appreciate it ^ ^ °s fj 

H prices in this catalogue are provisional and tubiect to alteration 
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r t Y k TH HAREM WINDOW 

Author of * ‘ Pomegranate Seed"\ **Beh%nd ike VeiV\ **The Dark Cavaher*\ etc 

JN this story of an English girFs love for and marriage to an Arab prince 
there is adventure and romance in a glamorous Tunisian setting 
Dorothy Buck has remarkable knowledge of the desert, where she has 
lived for fifteen years Her fiair for the romantic adventure story is 
undoubted and this new novel is likely to have a wide appeal ys 6d 

b C. C k CLOUDY SUMMITS 

Author of ** Roman Year*\ **Decree Ntst”, **Laughing Pi elude'*, etc 

'J'HE scene of Miss Clarke's new novel is laid for the most part m London 
and IS the story of a house divided against itself The only son, a brilliant 
and sensitive young man, falls in love with his mother's secretary and the 
story of this love afiair and the influences to which he is subjected dunng 
a visit to Rome is charmingly told 8s 6d 

A i TH STAR OF TH GR YS 

■^HEN the head of Lady Jane Grey fell on the scaffold, her tragedy was 
ended, but that of her sister had only just begun The true love stones 
of Katheryn and Mary Grey unfold themselves amid the political and 
religious turmoil, the hideous cruelty and picturesque beauty of England 
under the Tudor Queens Ftrst Novel Ltbrary No 87 75 6d 


it y J AN D ATZ 

Author of ** Sneezing into the Basket**, Venus in Tiousers”, etc 

TEAM DE BATZ was a baron at the court of King Louis XVI, friend 
^ of Mane Antoinette, a man of immense charm, personality, and courage 
During and after the Revolution he became a "‘Scarlet Pimpernel", and 
in this brilliant novel, through whose pages surges the turbulence and 
vitality of those tragic days, his portrait is superbly drawn 8^ Gd 

W HOLIDAY ADVENTURE 

Author of**Love and Let Love**, ”The Cathhin Mystery**, **The Bathe's Tale**, 
'^Happiness Has No Story**, ” Sowing Clover**, etc 

Q.EORGE WODEN’S new novel will provide the most fascinating and 
delightful entertainment It is a comedy-farce, rich in character, spiced 
with thought and written m that charming style with which Mr Woden's 
readers are familiar 

Free from politics, crises and other features of these difficult times, it is 
a book that wiH find a happy welcome today ys 6d 

All pric in this catalogue are provisio I and subiect to alteration 
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d Adv t r 


LACKSHIRT INT RF R 

Author of the “Blackshirt^* novels {over 500,000 sold)^ “Body Unknown** ^ 
“The Disappearance of Roger Tremayne**, etc 

JN this absorbing new story Blackshirt again pits bis wits against the male^ 
volent von Holmann — mtemtional spy "^^at was the meaning of the 
jewelled cameo that w worthless as jewellery and yet so desperately 
sought after by Hoffmann and his gang ? What was the secret of the 
deserted Pnory m the North of England where strange signs of activity 
were observed ^ Bruce Graeme has excelled himself in this ninth story of 
Blackshirt which is so mysterious and so thnllmg that you will not be able 
to stop once the first page is begun First time published, 3s 6d 

iv y TH TW LFTH NIGHT HURD RS 

Author of “The Lone Crook Murders**, “The Blind Beggar Murder*’, etc 
^ NEW "‘village’' murder, a setting in which the author is always at his 
happiest The calm serenity of Cuhers Green is temporarily shat- 
tered by a double murder which takes place in the grounds of the Manor 
during an open air performance of Twelfth Night 

Here is a deductive and ingenious detective tale which presents the 
clues fairly and squarely for the reader's selection ys 6d 

TH HOUSE OF TH SWORD 

Author of “The Looking-Glass Murders”, “The May Week Murders”, 
“Plan XV I”, etc 

'J'HE author was staying in the French Alps just after the 1938 Anschluss, 
and at that time there was considerable nneasmess concerning the 
possibility of the Germans attacking through Switzerland while the 
^ Italians came over the Alps It is this possibility which provides the 
theme for this thnllmg espionage story set m the magnificent Alpme 
country 

Author of a number of successful thrillers and murder ston , Mr Browne 
has here wntten a tale that is as excitmg as it is topical ys 6d 

A t y i 

ARM FOR TH LOV OF ALLAH 

MAJOR LESLIE GARNETT, of the Military Intelligence Department, 
little thought when he sailed from India that the leave he had antici- 
pated was to be interrupted in a dramatic and drastic manner 

He was plunged into a senes of adventures and startlmg situations in 
connection with a plot aimed against Palestine, and the story of his investi- 
gations makes thrilling reading Anthony Hardmg is a new author, but 
this grand story will undoubtedly secure him quick recogmtion 

First Novel Library No 86 ys 6dl 
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Mystery and Adventure 

A t CHAIN MURDER 

Author of**One Page Mtss%ng*\ **Khardum*\ '*Ntght of Horror**, etc 
JN this new mystery novel you will find the now famous "'Phineas Spmnet” 
actually working in co-operation with the Yard And the bouquets are 
not for him alone 

It IS a quick-fire mystery, packed with thnlls, and wntten between 
the lines is the author's opinion that if the professional and the layman 
worked together a little more harmoniously there would be fewer unsolved 
mysteries 

Chatn Murder begins with a kidnapping exploit in the heart of London, 
then crime after crime is committed in futile endeavour to conceal the first 
There is romance, too And a sinister house in the country And strange 
happenings in a supposedly sequestered park 'Thineas Spmnet", crime 
investigator, tackles a 30b that has a score of angles, and the old ex- 
convict servant, *"Ti son", plays a vahant part as usual 7s 6d 

. L. it DANGEROUS DG 

^HIS IS a curiously charming and unusual story of adventure, mystery, 
romance, and humour It tells the story of Christopher Lumsden, an 
author who, heartily sick of the hectic life of New York, goes to one of 
America's beautiful Southern cities in search of a quieter life Actually he 
becomes caught up in a whirl of excitement involving gangsters, a stem 
Chief of Pohce and a very beautiful girl who but that would be 
givmg away a story that is absorbing and entertaining throughout 

First Novel Library No ys 6d 


Read the CRIME BOOK 
MAGAZINE and discover 
the best in crime fiction 

This lively magazine, organ of the Crime Book Society, 
exists to help the reading public in the intelligent 
choice of crime fiction of all kinds Write to the 
Editor, Crime Book Magazine, 34 Paternoster Row, 
London, E C 4, for a free copy and an enrolment form 
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